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| Da ke of Venice, * | 
Brabantio, a noble Venetian. 


| Lodovico, Nintman to Brabantio and Gratiano, | | 
Othello, the Moor, General ſor the Venetian A 


; Rodorigo, a fooliih Gentleman jn Love with vel 
| Montano , the Moor's Preii 


Clown, Servant to the Moor. 1 


b * Daughter 10 Brabantio and Wife [ 


| Emilia, z Wife to Jago. 55 | 
Bianca. 5 4 Curtet. an, Miftreſt to Caſo 


Officers $i Wane 5 rr 5 "Maſtc bctans y an 


DRAMA Ts 
PERSONE. 
MEN. 


Gratiano, Brother to Brabantio. 


PE, . Ow 
Caſſio, br: Lieutenant General. 
Jago „Standard bearer to Othello. 


demona. + : 
Preved rler in the Governmen 5 
Teer, „. ; 


HeraldZ * 


WOMEN. 


Othello. 


Attendants. 


of © ENF Or e Firſt Act in Venice; 
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SCENE I. 


Enter Rodorigo and Jago. 


Nodorigo. 


ME ver tell 


} 


AV) Thar thou, 


» 


y 


ind] | 
o haſt had my 


I rake it very unki 
Fago , wh 


me, 


Purſe, 
As if the Strings were th 


ſhouldſt 


9 


ine 


i 


know of this. | 
Jago. But you'll not hear me. 


eam of ſuch a M 


Rod. 


atter, abhor me. 
A 2 


lever I did dr 


CP7:ß; 
Rod. Thou toldſt me, thou didſt hold him in thy | a 


_ x *: 7 Hite. hy Ifo 

5 Jago. Deſpiſe me | R we 

If I do not. Three great ones of the City, Can 

In perſonal ſuit to make me his Lieutenant, Mar 

Otft' Capꝰt to him: And by the faith of Man Tha 

I know my Price, Iam worth no worſe a Place. Wea 

Zut he, as loving his own Pride and Purpoſes , For 1 

Evades them , with a bumbaſt Circumſtance, | 

Horribly tuft with Epithets of War; Whij 

Non-ſuits my Mediators; for certes, ſays he, Who 

3 L have already choſe my Officer. And what was he? WW keep 

Forſooth , a great Arithmerician, And: 

| One Michael Caſſio, a Florentine, Do w 

1 A Fellow almoſt damn d in a fair Wife; 

1 That never ſet a Squadron in the Field, doth 
Nor the diviſion of a Battel knows 5 

More than a Spinſter, unleſs the bookiſh Theorick JM 4nd f 

Whercin the Tongued Conſuls can propoſe Wl [tis as 

Ads maſterly as he; meer prattle, without practice Were 

1 Is all his Soldierſhip. But he, Sir, had th' Election fol! 

. And I, of whom his Eyes had ſeen the proof Heav' 

| | Ar Rhodes, at Cyprus, and on other Grounds but ſec 

| Chriſtian , and Heathen , muſt be be- led, and calm For wl 

1 By Debitor, and Creditor. This Counter - caſter, WW The n. 

=. He, ingood time , muſthis Lieutenant be, In Cor 

And I, Sir, bleſs the mark, his Moor ſhip's Ancient hut Iv 


Rod. By Heav'n, I rather would have been hi be 


ö Hangman. 8 Rod 
j Jago. Why there's no remedy , tis the curſe of Le ca 
Setvice; e Ce Jag. 
Preferment goes by Letter, and Affection, Rouſe | 

= And not by old gradation , where each ſecond Proglai 
| | Stood Heir to th firſt. Now, Sir, be Judge your ſell dthi 
[t Whether I in any juſt term am Affin d Plague 
3 To love the Moor ? 99} | © let thr 
Mit m. 


N Rod. 1 would not follow him then. 3 


Jago. O, Sir, content you; 
Ifollow him to ſerve my turn upon him. 
We cannot all be Maſters; nor all Maſters 
Cannot be truly follow d. You ſhall mark 
Many a dutious and knee- crooking Knave, 
That, doting on his own obſequious Bondage, 
Wears out his time, much like his Maſter's Aſs, 


for nought but Provender; and when he's old, 


JJ 
Whip me ſuch honeſt Knaves. Others there are 

Who trimm'd in Forms and Viſages of Duty, 

Keep yet their Hearts attending on themſelves 3 

And throwing but ſhows of Service on their Lords, 
Dowell thrive by them; and when they havelin'd 


their Coats, : 


R ä 
And ſuch a one do I profeſs my ſelf, For, Sir, 
lisas ſure as you are Rodoriggo, . ca 
28 Vere the Moor, Iwould not be Jags : 

Jl I following him, I follow but my ſelf. 
Heav'n is my Judge, not I, for Love and Duty, 
but ſeeming ſo, for my peculiar end: 
tor when my outward Action doth demonſtrate 
The native Act and Figure of my Heart 21 
In Complement extern, *tis not long after 
but Iwill wear my Heart upon my Sleeve, 
for Daws to peck at; I am not what lam. 

Rod. What a full Fortune does the thick-lips owe 
he can carry't thus? = e 

Jago. Call up her Father, „„ 
douſe him, make after him, poiſon his Delight. 
Iroclaim him in the Streets, incenſe her Kinſmen. 
ind tho? he in a fertile Climate dwell , 
Plague him with Flies: Tho' that his Joy be Joy, 
let throw ſuch Chances of Vexation ont, 
lait may loſe ſome Colour. » 


HE MOOR OF VENICE, 3 


3 Dothemſelves Homage. Theſe Fellows have ſome 
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THE MOOR OF VENICE. 7 
Being full of Supper, and diſtempering draughts, 
Upon malicious Knavery , doſt thou comes 
To ſtart my quiet. 5 
Rod. Sir 7 Sir, Sir. | ng 
Bra. But thou muſt needs be ſure , 
My Spirits and my Place have in their Power 
To make this bitter to thee. 1 8 
Rod. Patience, good Sir. 5 
Bra. What tell'ſt thou me of Robbing ? This is 
ſenice: My Houſe is not a Grange. 
Rod. Moſt grave Brabautio, 
In imple and pure Soul, I come to you. 
Jago. Sir, you are one of thoſe that will nou ſerve 
cod, ifthe Devil bid you. Becauſe we come to do 
FF jou Service, and you think we are Ruſhans, you'll - 
E wk your Daughter cover'd with a Barbary Horle , 
you'll have your Nephews neigh to you, you'll have 
Courſers for Couſins , and Gennets for Germans, 
Bra, What profane Wretch art thou? | 
Jago. I am one, Sir, that comes to tell you, your 
Daughter and the Moor are making the Beaſt with 
wo Backs. | ES 
Bra. Thou art a Villain. 
Jago. Lou are a Senator. N 
Bra. This thou ſhalt anſwer. I know thee , 
RNeodorigo. . 5 
Red. Sir , Iwill anſwer any thing. But I beſeech 
| ous 5 5 
t be Sc pleaſure, and moſt wiſe conſent, 
AspartlyI find it is, that your fair Daughter, 
At this odd Even and dull Watch o'th' Night, 
Tranſported with no worſe or better guard. 
But with a Knave of common hire, a Gundalier, 
Io the groſs claſps of a laſcivious Moor: 
f this be known to you, and your Allowance, 
We then have done you bold and ſawcy Wrongs. 


4-5 | But 


| 


z oo HELLO. 


But if you know not this, my manners tell me, 
We have your wrong Rebuke. Do not believe 


That from the ſenſe of all Civility, Fn. 
I thus would play and trifle with your Reverence. 
Vour Daughter, if you have not given her leave, 
I ſay again, hath made a groſs Revolt: 


Tying her Duty, Beauty, Wit, and Fortunes 2 


In an extravagant, and e e PTY 
Of here and every where; ſtraight ſarishe your (elf, 
If ſhe be in your Chamber, or your Houſe , 

Let looſe on me the juſtice of the State 

For thus deluding youuuu. 

Bra. Strike on the Tinder, ho! Yo 
Give mea Taper... call up all my People ,.,. 
This Accident is not unlike my Dream, 

Belief of it oppreſſes me already. 
Light, I ſay, ligt? 
Jago. Farewel; for I muſt leave you. 


It ſeems not meet, nor wholſome to my place 


To be produc'd, as if I ſtay, I ſhall, 
Againſt the Moor. For I do know the State, 
However this may gall him with ſome check, 


Cannot with fafety caſt him. For he's embaræ d 


With ſuch loud reaſon to the Cyprus Wars, 


Which even now ſtands in Act, that for their Souls, 


Another of his fadom, they have none, 
To lead their Buſineſs. In which regard, 
Tho' I do hate him as I do Hell's Pains, 
Let, for neceſſity of preſent Life, 

I muſt ſhew out a Flag, and fign of Love, 


Which is indeed but ſign: that you ſhall ſurely} 


| find him; 
Lead to the Sagittary the raiſed Search; 


And there will Lbe with him, So farẽwel. | Exit. 


Enter 
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Rod 
Bra, 
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Father 
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Where 
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And 5 
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THE-MOOR OF VENICE. „ 
Enter Brabantio in hi. Night-gown , with Servants 
e and Torches, 


Bra. It is too true an Evil. Gone ſhe is, 
And whar's to come of my deſpiſed time, 
Is naught but bitterneſs. Now, Rodorrgo , 
Where didſt thou ſee her? Oh unhappy Girl 1. 
With the Moor ſaiſt thou? Who would be a Father? 
How didſt thou know 'twas ſhe ! Oh ſhe deceives me 
Paſt thought... what ſaid ſhe to you ? Get more 
2 Tapers... | L „„ 
Raiſe all my Kindred. , . Are they Married, think 
out | 
20d. Truly I think they are. 
Bra, Oh Heay'n ! How got ſhe out? 
Oh Treaſon of my Blood ! LED _ 
Fathers , from hence truſt not your Daughters Minds 
By what youſee them AR. Are there not Charms, 
By which the property of Youth and Maidhood 
May be abus'd ? Have you not read, Rodorrgo , 
Ofſome ſuch thing} 
Rod. Ves, Sir, Lhave indeed. | | 
Bra, Call up. my Brothers 3 oh would you had 
had her ! | 8 | | 
dome one way, ſome another.. Do you know } 
Where we may apprehend her, and the Moor? 
Red. I think I can diſcover him, if you pleaſe 
Io get good Guard, and go along with me. mr 
Bra. Pray you lead on. At every Houle I'll call, 
/ WH | may command at moſt. Get Weapons, hoa! 
And raiſe ſome fpecial Officers of might. 
On, good Rodorigo, I will deſerve your Pains, 
HEN By | [ Exeunt. 


H 


Ay | SCENE 


%/%8⸗ ůnp erte, e 
SCENE IL 
The street. 

855 er Othello Jago, and Attendants, 


whh Torches. 


„ Jago. 25 
1 in the Trade of War Lhave ſlain Men, 
vet do I hold it very ſtuffo'th' Conſcience 
Todo no contriv'd Murder: I take iniquity 
Sometime to do me Service, Nine or ten times {| 
I had thought to have yerk'd him here under the Ribs. 
Ob. 'Tis better as it i, 5 


Jago. Nay, but he prated, 

And * 5 ſcur vy and provoking Terms % 
Againſt your Honour, that with the little Godlineſs * b 
| Ie... 25 ben. 
I did full hard forbear him. But I pray you, Sir, 0th 
Are you faſt Married? Be aſſur'd of this, oP 
That the Magnifico is much belov'd, | * a 
And hath in his effect Voice potential zel 
As double as the Duke's : He will divorce you. "= Vi 
Or put upon you, what Reſtraint or Grievance , _ m 
The Law, with all his might to enforce it on, re at 

Will give him Cable. 1 
Otb. Let him do his ſpight : wo | 
My Services, which I have done the Signory, T e Se 
Shall out · tongue his Complaints. is yet to know, o feat 
Which, when I know that boaſting is an Honour, R Oh. 
Iſhall promulgate. I fetch my Life and Being, Ap b 
O 


From Men of Royal Siege; and my Demerits 
May ſpeak, unbonnetted, to as proud a Fortune Caf. 
As this that I have reach d. For know, Jago, oo Jago 


uE MOOR OF VENICE. ut 
zut that L love the rene Deſdemona , 
[would not my unhouſed free Condition 

Put into Circumſcription and Confine , 


for the Seas worth. Bur look ! | What Eights come 
yond ? | 


| Enter Caſſio with IS 


7ago. Thoſe are the raiſed Father ; and ws Friends : : 
You were beſt goin. | 

0th. Not I; I muſt be found. 
My parts, my Title, and my perfect Soul 
Shall manifeſt me rightly. Is it they? 

Jago. By Janus, I think no. | 

Oth. The Servants of the Duke,and my Lieutenant: 
The Goodneſs of the N ight upon you, Friends , 
hat is the News? _ 

Caſ. The Duke does greet you, General, 
And he requires your haſte , poſtchaſte appearance , 
Even on the inſtant. 

0th, What is the matter, think you? 

Caf. Something from Cyprus, as l may divine: : 
[tis a Buſineſs of ſome heat. The Gallies 
Have ſent a dozen ſequent Meſſengers 
This very Night, at one anothers Heels: 
And many of the Conſuls, rais'd and met , 
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Are at the Duke's already. You have been oy 


call'd for, 
When being not at your Lodging to be found, 
The Senate hath ſent about three ſeveral Queſts Fg 
To ſearch you out. 
Oth. 'Tis well Lam found by you: 
vill but ſpend a word here in the Houſe , 
And go with you. (Ew. Othello, 
Caſ. Ancient, what makes he here? 


Carrac 5 
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Jago. Faith, he to Night hath boarded a Land 
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3 Darren 

If it prove lawful Prize, he's made for ever. 
Caf. I do not underſ tal. 
Jago. He's married. 


Caſ. To whom? 


Jago. Marry to.. Come, captain , will you go? 


Enter Othello, 


Ob. Have With out.. 
Caf. Here comes another Troop to ſeek for you. 


Euter Brabantio, Rodorigo, with Officers and 


Torches, 


Jago. It is Brabantio; General be advis d, 
He comes to bad intent. 
Oth. Holla! Stand there. 
Rod. Signior, it is the Moor. 
Bra. Down with him, Thief. 


5 [ They draw on both ſides, g 
Jago. You Rodorigo! Come, Sir, Iam for you... 
O1b. Keep up your bright Swords, for the Dew a 


will ruſt' em. | 


Good Signior, you ſhall more command with Tears, 


Than with your Weapons. 


Bra. Oh thou foul Thief! Where haſt thou | 


ſtow'd my Daughter? e 
Damn' d as thou art, thou haſt enchanted her: 
For I'll refer me to all things of Senſe, 
It ſhe in Chains of Magick were not bound, 
Whether a Maid, ſo tender, fair, and happy, 
So oppoſite to Marriage, that ſhe ſhunn'd 

Ihe wealthy curled Darlings of our Nation, 
Would ever have, rincur ageneral mock , 
Run from her Guardage to the ſooty Boſom , 
 Offuch a ching as thou, to fear, not to or th 


Judge me the World, if tis not groſs in Senſe, That 


= That ch 


Abus' d 
That v 
Tis pr. 
there 
For an: 
Of Art 
Lay ho 
dubdue 

Oth. 
both y 
Were1 
Withoi 
Toanſ 

Bra. 


0fLay 


Call ch 


0th, 
How n 
Whoſe 
Upon! 
To bri 

Off. 
The D 
lamſu 

Bra 
Inthis 
Mine's 
Oran) 
Cannc 
For if 
Bond. 


THE MOOR OF VENICE. 
Thatthou haſt practis'd on her with foul Charms; 


IF 


bus d her delicate Youth , with Drugs or Minerals, 


That weaken Motion. I'll have't diſputedon, 
Tis probable, and palpable to thinking; 
there fore apprehend and do attach thee , 
For an abuſer of the World, a practicer 
Of Arts inhibited, and out of Warrant; 
lay hold upon him if he do reſiſt 
dubdue him at his peril, 

Ok. Hold your Hands, 
both you of my inclining, and the reſt. 
Were it my Cue to fight, I ſhould have known it 
without a Prompter. Whither will you that I go 
Toanſwer this your Charge ? 


Bra. To Priſon, til fit time OE 


Of Law, and Courſe of direct Seſſion 
call thee to anſwer. 

0th, What if Ido obey ? 
How may the Duke be therewith (: atisfied , 
Whoſe Meſſengers are here about my fide, 
Upon ſome preſent Buſineſs of the State 2 
Tobring me to him? | 

Off. Tis true, moſt worthy Signior, 
The Duke's in Council, and your noble ſelf 
lamſure is ſent for, | 

Bra, How ! The Duke in Cou ncil 2 
Inthis time of the Night ? Bring him away; 
Mine's not an idle Cauſe, The Duke himſelf, 
Orany of my Brothers of the State, 


Cannot bur feel this wrong, as'twere their own : 


forifſuch Actions may have Pallage free, 
bond- llaves and Pagans ſhall our Stareſmen be. 


[ E æeunt. 
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** = OTH 111060 
The Senate Houſe. 


Entre Duke , Senators, and nay | 


| D le. | 
Te is no Compoſition in this News , 
That gives them Credit. 

1 Sen. Indeed, they are diſproportioned; 
My Letters ſay, a hundred and ſeven Gallies. 
Duke. And mine a hundred and forty. 

2 Sen. And mine two hundred ; 
Bur though they jump not on a juſt Account, 
As in theſe caſes where the aim reports, 
P el oft with difference, yet do they all confirm 
Tur kisb Fleet, and bearing up to Cyprus. 


Dake. Nay , it is poſſible enough to judgment 


Ido not ſo ſecure me in the Error, 
But the main Article I do approve, 
In fearful Senſe. 


| Seyler within. ] What hoa ! What hoa [ What hoa!f 


Enter Saylor. 


Off. A Meſſenger from the Gallies, 
Duke. Now ! ... What's the Buſineſs? | 


Sail. The Tur ia Preparation makes for Rbodu, 


So was I bid report here to the State, 
By Signior Angelo, 
Duke. How ſay you by this Change? 
1 Sen. This cannot be 
By no aſſay of Reaſon. Iis a Pageant 
To keep us in afalle Gaze; when we conſider 
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THE MOOR OF VENICE. 13 
fh importancy of Cyprus to the Tark, 
and let our ſelves again but underſtand, _ 
That as it more concerns the Turk than Rhodes, 
do may he with more facile Queſtion bear it; 
For that it ſtands not in ſuch warlike brace, 
But altogether lacks th'abilities 


That Rhodes is dreſs'd in. If we make 5 oh of this, 


We muſt not think the Tur is ſo unskilful, ; 

To leave that lateſt , which concerns him firſt, 

Neglecting an Attempt of eaſe and gain, 

To wake and wage a Danger profitleſs. Wo 
Duke. Nay, in all Confidence he's not for Rhodes. 
0%. Here is more News. 1 


Enter a Meſſenger, 
Meſ. The Ottomites, Reverend, and gracious, 


Steering with due Courſe toward the Iſle of Rhodes, 
Have there injoin'd them with an after Fleet... 


Sen. Ay, fol thought; how many, as you gueſs? 


Meſ. Of thirty Sail; and now they do re ſtem 
This backward Courſe, bearing with frank appea- 
rande 1 5 

Their purpoſes toward Cyprus. Signior MAontano, 
Your truſty and moſt valiant Servitor, 
With his free Duty , recommends you thus, 
Ind prays you to believe him. 
Dake, 'Tis certain then for Cyprus: 
Marcus Luccicas, is he not in Town? 
1 Seu, He's now in Florence. | 
Dake. Write from us, | 
Jo him, Poſt, . Poſt-haſte, diſpatch. 
I Sen. Here comes Brabantio , and the Moor. 


40 oy oT HEL L 0, 85 


Sans Witchcraft could not. 


Hath hither brought. 


| Da; 
Enter Brabantio ; Othello , Caſſio, Jago, Rodorigo bra 
5 pow and Officers. 77 * 
Halte. Valiant Orbello ve muſt Araight emplo * 
Ou; 1 In 
85 Againſtthe general Enemy Ottoman, Wc v 
I did not ſee you; welcome, gentle Signior , Hath t 
We lackt your Counſel , and your help to night, And li, 
Bra. So did I yours; Good your Grace pardon me f orfing 
Neither my place » nor ought I heard of Buſineſs, Tul ng 
 Hathrais'd me from my Bed ; nor doth the genera 7h 

| "care 
| Take hold on me. For 1 my particular Grief. ſore tl 
Is of fo Flood gate, and o'er-bearing nature, And th. 
That it ingluts , and ſwallows other Sorrows 3 In ſpea 
” And yet is ſtill it ſelf. hs 
Dake, Why, What's the matter "FEE vill; 
Bra. My Daughter! oh my TTY or my 
Gen. Deadi © : 1 


Bra. Ay 3 to me, 
Sheis abugd , ſtolen from me, and corrupted | For ſu, 
By Spells and Medicines, bought of Mountebanks von h 
For Nature ſo prepoſterouſſy to err, 4 0 ra. 
Being not deficient, blind, or lame of Senſe, 1 | 


Dube. Whoe'er he be, that in this foul proceedin Year 


Hath thus beguil'd your Daughter of her elf, ofall; 
And you of her; the bloody Book of Law» * : Jy 8 
i 


You ſhall your ſelf read in the bitter Letter, 
After your own Senſe; 3 yea, though our Fpropers | gainſt; 
Stood in your Action. ohnd 
Bra. Humbly Lthank your Gene 8 | hy th 
Here is the Man; this Moor, whom now it ſeems ‚ at WII 
Your ſpecial Mandate, for the State Affairs X 4 wm 
o1 


Al. We are verry ſorry for't. Date, 
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Duke. What in your own part can you ſay to this » 
v. Nothing, but this is ſo. 3 
ohh. Moſt potent, grave, and reverend Signiors, 
y very noble, and approy'd good Maſters ; 5 
hat I have ta'en away this old Man's Daughter, 
Wi: is moſt true; true I have married ner; 

lle very head, and front of my offending, 

lath this extent; no more. Rude am I in my ſpeech, 

Ind little bleſs'd with the ſoft Phraſe of Peace ; 
Forfince theſe Arms of mine had ſeven Years Pith, 
Jill ow, ſome nine Moons waſted , they have us'd 
Their deareſt Action, in the rented Field 
Ind little of this great World can ſpeak, 
lore than pertains to Feats of Broils and Battel; 
ind therefore little ſhall I grace my Cauſe, . 
In ſpeaking for my ſelf, Yet, by your gracious 
"Panence 5 - : N 
vill a round unvarniſh'd tale deliver, 5 
Of my whole courſe of Love. What Drugs, what 
Charms, EO 
hat Conjuration, and what mighty Magick, 
for ſuch proceeding I am charg'd withal , 
von his Daughter with. 7 

Bra. A Maiden, never bold; | 
f Spirit ſo till and quiet, that her Motion 
uſh'd at her ſelf; and ſhe, in ſpight of Nature, 
Years, of Country, Credit, every thing, 
ofall in Love with what ſhe fear'd to look on... 
152 Judgment maim'd, and moſt imperfect, 
Ihat will confeſs Perfection ſo could err, . 
gainſt all Rules of Nature, and muſt be driven 
lo find out Practices of cunning Hell, | 
by this ſhould be. I therefore vouch again, 
That with ſome Mixtures powerful o'er the Blood, 
r with ſome Dram, conjur'd to this Effect, 
© wrought upon her. 5 

Dake, To vouch this, is no Proof, | 8 
Du | B without 


5 


ling 


8 


* 
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Without more wider, and more over Teſt 

Than theſe thin habits, and poor likelyhoods 

Of ndern ſeeming , do prefer againſt him, 

1 Sen. But, Othello, ſpeak, 

Did you; by indirect and forced courſes, 
Sulbdue and poiſon this young Maid's Affections? 

Or came it by requeſt, and ſuch fair queſtion, 
As Soul to Soul affordeth? 


Oth. I do beſeech you, 
Send for the Lady to the Sagittary , ; Which 
And let her ſpeak of me before her Father: | 
If you do find me foul in her report, : L 
The Truſt, the Office, Idohold of you, ke 
Not only take away, but let your Sentence 
Even fall upon my Life. 

Duale. Fetch Deſdemona hither. 
Oth. Ancient, conduct them, you beſt know thf 
Vw nes Exit jag 

And till ſhe come, as truly as to Heavin 

I do confeſs the Vices of my Blood, 

So juſtly to your grave Ears, I'll preſent 

How I did thrive in this fair Lady's Love, 

And ſhe in mine. | | 

Duke. Say it, Othello. | 

©th. Her Father lov'd me, oft invited me; 

Still queſtion'd me the Story of my Life, 

From Year to Year; the Bartels, Sieges, Fortune 

That I have paſt. EO . 9 

I ran it through, even from my boyiſh Days, 

To th' very Moment that he bad me tell it: 

Wherein I ſpoke of moſt diſaſtrous Chances, 

Of moving Accidents by Flood and Field; 


Of hair- breadth ſcapes i'th'imminent deadly Breac 
Ot being taken by the inſolent Foe, 
And ſold to Slavery; of my Redemption thence, 
Arid Portance in my Travels Hiſtory; | 
Wherein of Antars vaſte, and Deſarts wilde one Dale 
7 peg | Koug 
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Rough Quarries , Rocks and Hills whoſe Heads 
touch Heaven, e 

I: was my hint to ſpeak: ſuch was my Proceſs; 

ind of the Canibals that each other eat, 

The Anthropophagi; and Men whoſe Heads 

Did grow bencath their Shoulders. Theſe to hear, 
Would Deſdemona (criouſly incline ; e 

hut ii] the Houſe- affairs would draw her hence; 

Which ever as ſhe could with haſte diſpatch, 

he'd come again, and withagreedy Ear 

Ixvour up my Diſcourſe: Which I obſerving, 

Took once a pliant hour, and found good means 
Todraw from her a Prayer of earneſt Heart, 

That I would all my Pilgrimage dilate, | 
Whereof by Parcels ſhe had ſomething heard, 
kt not diſtinctively: I did conſent, 
Ind often did beguile her of her Tears, 
When I did freak of ſome diſtreſsful Stroke, 
hat my Youth ſuffer'd. My ſtory being done, 

de gave me for my Pains a world of Kiſlesz 

de (wore in faith, *rwas ſtrange, twas paſſing 
ſtrange, | | | 
Ivas pitiful , 'twas wondrous pitiful. . 
Ii: wiſh'd ſhe had not heard it,. yet ſhe wiſh'd 
at Heav'n had made her ſuch a Man... ſhe thankd 


me; | | | 

al bad me, if I had a Friend that loy'd her, 

hould but teach him how to tell my Story, 

{that would woo her. Upon this hint Lſpake, 
Ic loy'd me for the Dangers | have paſt, | 
ad lov'd her, that ſhe did pity them, 

Ilis is the only witchraft I have us'd. 

re comes the Lady, let her witneſs it. 


Enter Deſdemona, Jago, and Attendants. 


Dake. I think this Tale would 


win my Daughter 


2 — 
an 2 Good. 


8% | OTHELLO, 
What 


Good Brabuntio , take up this mangled matter af 
the beſt; | | 5 batie 
Men do their broken Weapons rather uſe, The! 
Than their bare Hands. 
Bra. I pray you hear her ſpeak; | nero 
If ſhe confeſs that ſhe was half the Wooer, | Bri 
Deſtruction on my Head, if my bad blame pe lo 
Light on the Man. Come hither, gentle Miſtreſs ; hebe 
Do you perceive, in all this noble Company, WW ut! 
Where moſt you owe Obedience? I buche 
Deſ. My noble Father; . _- .- -- | hat: 
I do perceive here a divided Duty, | Theſe 


To you I am bound for Life, and Education: 
My Life and Education both do learn me, 
How to reſpe& you. You are the Lord of Duty, 
I am hitherto your Daughter But here's my Husbang 


being 
lut v 
That 
[Hun 


And ſo much Duty, as my Mother ſhew'd _ Dal 
Io you, preferring you before her Father: I nikes 
So much I challenge, that I may profeſs 6 beſt 
Due tothe Moor, my Lord. ne Jl ubſti 
Bra. God be with you: Ihave done. 4 mori 
Pleaſe it your Grace, on to the State Affairs. Wit y. 

I had rather to adopt a Child than get it. lubbe. 
Come hither, Moor. TOY e more ſ 

I here do give thee that with all my Heart, oh 
Which, but thou haſt already, with all my Heart, Hatch! 

I would keep from thee. For your ſake, Jewel, y cht 
I am glad at Soul, | have no other Child; _ 4 nati 
For thy eſcape would teach me Tyranny l ind. 


To hang clogs on them. I have done, my Lord. mis 


Duke. Let me ſpeak like your ſelf; and lay Moſt 
Sentence, 5 | crave 
Which, like a griſe, or ſtep, may help theſe LovelFDue R 
When Remedies are paſt , the Griefs are ended With | 
By ſeeing the worſt, which late on hopes dependeſ ds ley 
To mourna Miſchief that is paſt and gone, 


bs the next way to draw new Miſchief on. 
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what cannot be preſerv'd when Fortune taxes, 
Patience her Injury a mockery makes. 5 
The 4 uu ſmiles, ſteals ſomething from the 

i ade Ta 5 | 
ge robs himſelf that ſpends a bootleſs Grief, 
= Bra. So let the Tur C of Cyprus us beguile, 
pve loſe it not ſo long as we can ſmile ED. 
He bears the Sentence well, that nothing bears, 
un the free Comfort which from thence he hears. 
uche hears both the Sentence, and the Sorrow, 
hat to pay Grief, muſt of poor Patience borrow, 
Theſe Sentences to rg or to Gall, 
leing ſtrong on both ſides, are equivocal. 
lut words are words; I never yet did herr, 
That the bruiz d Heart was pierced through the Ear. 
[Humbly beſeech you proceed to th affairs of State. 

Duke. The Turk, with a moſt mighty preparation, 
makes for Cyprus: Othello, the Fortitude of the place 
b beſt known to you. And though we have there a 
ubſticute of moſt allowed ſufficiency; yet Opinion, 
more Sovereign Miſtreſs of Effects, throws a more 
ſafe Voice on you; you muſt therefore be content to 
lubber the groſs of your new Fortunes, with this 
nore ſtubborn, and boiſterous Expedition. | 

Och, The Tyrant Cuſtom , moſt grave Senators, 
Hath made the flinty and ſteel 84 of War 
My thrice- driven bed of Down. I do agnize 
\ natural and prompt Alacrity, 
ind in hardneſs; and do undertaxe 
This preſent War againſt the Orromzres. 

Moſt humbly therefore bending to your State, 

Icrave fit Diſpoſition for my Wife, : 

Due Reverence of Place and exhibition, 

With ſuch accommodation and beſorr, 

As leyels with her breeding. 8 

Dake. Why, at her Father's, 

Bra, I will not have it fo. : 
22 775 | 33 Orth. 
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Oth, Nor I. F 

Deſ. Nor would I there reſide, 

Jo put my Father in impatient thoughts 
By being in his Eye, Moſt gracious Duke, 
Jo my unfolding lend your proſperous Ear, 
And let me find a Character in your Voice 
Taſſiſt my fimpleneſs.  —_ 
Duke. What would you, Deſdemona? 5 
Deſ. That I did love the Moor to live with him, 

My down right Violence, and ſtorm of Fortunes, 
May trumpet to the World, My Heart's ſubdu d 
Even to the very Quality of my Lord; 
I ſaw Othello's Viſage in his Mind , 1 
And to his Honours and his valiant Parts, 
Did I my Soul and Fortunes con'ecrate. 

So that, dear Lords, if be left behind 
A Moth of Peace, and he go to the War, 
The Kitęs for why I love bi m, are bereft me: 

And la heayy interim ſhall ſupport 


By his dear Abſence. Let me g⁰ with bim. 
_ Oth, Your Voices, Lords; beſcech you, let her] 
Have a free Way. 5 3 
Vouch with me Heav'n, I therefore beg it not 
To pleaſethe Palate of my Appetitem 
Nor to comply with Heat the young effects 
In my defunct, and proper Satisfaction; 
But to be free, and bounteous to her Mind. _ 
And Heav'n defend your good Souls, that you think 
I will your ſerious and great Buſineſs ſcant _ 
When ſhe is with me... No, when light wing'd Toys 
Ol Feather'd Capid, ſeel with wanton dulneſs 
Ny ſpeculative and offic d Inſtrument, _ 
That my Diſports corrupt and taint my Buſineſs; 
Let Houſewives make a Skiller ofmy Helm, 
And all indign and baſe Adverſities 
Make head againſt my Eſtimation. 5 6 
| h | Du 
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Dake. Be it as you ſhall privately determine, 
Either for her ſtay or going; th Affair cries haſte ; ; 
and ſpeed muſt anſwer it. 
gen. You muſt away to Night. | 
0th, With all my Heart. 
Dube. At nine i' th' Morning here we 1 meet again. 
(bello, leave ſome Officer behind, = 
ind he ſhall our Commiſſion bring to you; 
ind ſuch things elſe of quality and reſpect 
lu doth import to you. 
0h, So pleaſe your Grace, my Ancient; ; 
Man he is of honeſty and truſt , 
To his Conveyance I aflign my Wife. 
With what elſe needful , your $900 Grace ſhall think | 
Io be ſent after ue. 
Dake. Let it be ſoz; 
Good Night to every one. . Noble Signior 5 
| Virtue no delighted Beauty lack, 
Jour Son-in-law is far more fair than black. 
ben. Adieu, brave Moor, uſe Deſdemona well. 
Bra, Look to her, Moor, if chou haſt Eyes to ſee 3 
de has deceiv'd her Father, and may thee. | Exit. 
0th, My Life upon her faith. Honeſt Fog 15 
ly Deſdemona muſt I leave to thee; | 
prethee let thy Wife attend on her, 
ind bring them after in their beſt Advantage. 
ome, Deſdemona, I have but an Hour 
O Love, of worldly matter, and direction | 
nk lo ſpeak with thee. We muſt obey the time. [Exzr. 
Ml fo. Jago. 
ys Wl F090. What ſayeſt thou, „ noble Heart? 
| Rod, What will I do, thinkeſt thou? 
Jago. Why, go to bed and ſleep. 
Rod. I will incontinently drown my Gels. 
Jago. If thou doſt, I ſhall never love thee after. 
Why, thou fill Gentleman 2 


| Rod, It is fillineſs ro live , when to live is a 
. N | B + WT | nee | 


er 


55 A rin 
torment; and then have we a preſcription to dye, 
when Death is our Phyſician. N 8 

1 72 Oh villanous! 1 have look d upon the World 


for four times ſeven Years, and ſince I could diſtin- 


guiſn bet wixt a Benefit and an Injury, I never found 


Man that knew how to love himſelf. E er l would | 
ſay, I would drown my (elf for the love of a Gurney. | 


Hen, I would change my Humanity with a Baboon, 
Rod. What ſhould I do, Iconfeſs it is my ſhame to 
be ſo fond, but it is not in my virtue to amend it. 
Jago. Virtue l a Fig, tis in our ſelves that we are 
thus or thus. Our Bodies are our Gardens, to the 


which our Wills are Gardiners. So that if we will 
plant Nettles, or ſow Lettice, ſer Hyſſop, and weed] 
up Time; ſupply it with one gender of Herbs, or 
diſtract ir with many; either have it ſteril with Idle- 
neſs, or manured with Induſtry, why the Power 
and corrigible Authority of this lyes in our Wills. If 
the Ballance of our Lives had not one ſcale of Realon 
to poiſe another of Senſuality, the blood and baſeneſs 


of our Natures would conduct us to moſt prepoſterous 
Concluſions. 


Luſts; whereof I take this, that you call Love, to 
be a Sect, or Syen. a | 
Rod. It cannot be. | FE 
Jago. It is meerly a Luſt of the Blood, and a 
Permiſſion ofthe Will. 
* thy ſelf? drown Cats and blind Puppies. I have 
profeſt me thy Friend, and I confeſs me knit to thy 
deſerving , with cables of perdurable roughneſs. I 
could never better ſteed thee than now. Put Mony 
in thy Purſe; follow thou theſe Wars, defeat tl) 
-Favour, with an uſurped Beard; I ſay, put e. 
in thy Purſe, It cannot be long that Deſdemonaſhou! 


continue her Love to the Moor. Put Mony in thy 
Purſe ... nor he his to her. It was a violent Com- 
e mencement 


is. But we have Reaſon, to cool our} 
raging Motions, our carnal Stings, our unbitted} 


Come, be a Man: Drown 


menc 
Seu 
Moot 
with 
luſcic 
28 Co 
ſheis 
her C 
thou 
wayt 
If Sar 
baria 


thou 
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nencement in her, and thou ſhalt ſee an anſwerable 


&queſtration , but put Mony in thy Purſe. Theſe 
Moors are changeable in their Wills; fill thy Purſe 
with Mony. The Food that to him, now , is as 
luſcious as Locuſts, ſhall to him ſhortly be as bitter 
2 Coloquintida. She muſt change for Youth ; when 
ſheis ſated with his Body, the will find che Errors of 
her Choice. Therefore put Mony in thy Purſe. If 
thou wilt needs damn thy ſelf, do it a more delicate 
way than drowning. Make all the Mony thou canſt. 
f Sanctirnony and a frail Vow betwixt an erring Bar- 
larian and ſuper · ſubtle Venetian be not too hard for 


m Wits, and all the Tribe of Hell, thou ſhalt enjoy 


her; therefore make Money. A pox of drowning thy 
ſelf, it is clean our of the way. Seek thou rather to 


and go without her. 


ZV 
Jago. Thou art ſure of me: Go make Mony. I 
have told thee often, and I re- tell thee again and 


hath no leſs reaſon, Let us be conjunctive in our 
reyenge againſt him. If thou canſt cuckold him, 
thou doſt thy ſelf a Pleaſure, me a Sport. There 
ae many Events in the womb of Time, which will 
be delivered. Traverſe , go, provide thy Many. 
We will have more of this to morrow. Adieu. 

Rod. Where ſhall we meet i'th' Morning? 

Jago. At my Lodging. 1 

Rod. I'll be with thee betimes. | 


Rod. I'll ſell all my Land. [en. 
Jago. Thus do Jever make my Fool my Purſe; 
tor I mine own gain'd Knowledge ſhould profane, 
IfI would time expend with ſuch a Swain, 5 
but for my Sport and Profit : I hate the Moor, 
15 B 5 


4 


behang d in compaſſing thy Joy, than to be drown'd, 
Rod. Wilt thou be faſt to my hopes, if I depend on 


gain, I hate the Moor. My Cauſe is hearted; thine 


Jago. Go to, farewel. Do you hear, Rodorige? 3 


and 
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Anditis thought abroad, that twixt my Sheets 
He has done my Office. know not if tbe true. 


Zut I, for meer ſuſpicion in that kind, 


Will da , as if for ſurety. He holds me well 10 
The better ſhall my Purpoſe work on him: 


Caſſio's a proper Man: Let meſeenow, 
To get this place, and to plume up my Will 
In double Knavery... How? How f. . Let's ſee., 


After ſome time, to abuſe Othello's Ears, 


Ihat he is too familiar with his Wife. 


He hath a Perſon, and a ſmooth diſpoſe 
Jo be ſuſpected; fram'd to make Women falſe. 


The Moor is of a free and open Nature, 


That thinks Men honeſt, that but ſeem to be ſo, | 
And will as renderly be led by th' Noſe | 
As Aſſes are. 


Ihave't. .. it is engendred. .. Hell and Night TO 
Muſt bring this monſtrous Birth to the World's light, 5 


Rp c SY 


A © T LL 
SCENE I. 


8 0 E N E The Capital City | 
ä Cyprus. 


Enter Montano „and Gentleman. 


5 


W Har from rhe Cape can you diſcern at Sea? 


1 Gent. Nothing at all, ir is a high wrought 
Flood. x 


* 
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[cannot twixt the Heaven and the Main, 
Deſery a Sail, 

Mont, 1 the Wind hath ſpoke aloud | as 

Lan * 

afuller blaſt ne'er ſhook our Battlements; ; 
fit hath rutfian'd ſo upon the Sea, i 
What Ribs of Oak, when Mountains melt on them, 5 
Can hold the Morties. What ſhall we hear of this? 

2 Gent, A Segregation of the Turiasb Fleet; 
for do but ſtand upon the foaming Shore, 
Ihe chidden Billow ſeems to pelt the Clouds , 
The wind - ſhak'd Surge, with high and monſtrous 
Main, 
Gems to caſt Water on the barning Bear 5 
And quench the Guards of th'ever fixed Pole. 
never did lixe moleſtation view _ 
On the enchafed Flood. | 7 

Mont. If that the Tarkich Fleet, * 
e not inſhelter d and embay d, they: are drown'd; 
tis impollible to bear it out. 
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Enter a Gentleman. | 


; Gent. News, Lads; our Wars are done: 
Ihe deſperate Tempeſt hath ſo bang d the Turi, 
Thar their deſignment halts. A noble Ship of ene | 
Hath ſeen a grievous wrack and luffgrance 
On moſt part of their Fleet. 
Mont. How ! Is this true? | 
Cent. The Ship is put in, aVeroneſſ , Michael N 
i 
bene the Warlike Moor, Othello, 5 
come on ſhore; the Moor himſelf's at Sea, 
nd is in full Commiſſion here for Cyrus. 
Mont. Jam glad on't; Tis a worthy Governor. 
t z Gent. But this ſame ain , hough he ſpeak of 
- Comfort, 5 
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28 5 0 THE LI oO, | 
Touching the Tariab Loſs , yet he looks ſadly ; 
And prays the Moor be ſafe; for they were parted 
with foul and violent Tempeſt 
Mont. Pray Heav'ns he be: 

For I have ſerv'd him, and the Man commands 
Like a full Soldier. Let's to the Sea fide, hoa, 
As well to ſee the Veſſel that comes in 
As to throw out our Eyes for brave Othello, 


Even till we make the Main and th Erial blue, | 


An indiſtinct regard. 1 1 1 
Sent. Come, let's doſo; 
For every Minute is expectancy 
Of more Arrivance. 1 


Enter Caſſio. 


caſ. Thanks you, the valiant of this warlike Ifte, 


That ſo approve the Moor: Oh let the Heav'ns 
Sive him Defence againſt the Elements, 

For I have loſt him on a dangerous Sea. 
Mont. Is he well ſhipp'd ? 3 
Caſ. His Bark is ſtoutly timber'd, and his Pilot 
Of very expert and approv'd Allowance 
Therefore my hopes, not ſurfeited ro Death, 
Stand in bold Cure. 
Within.) A Sail, a Sail, a Sail. 

Caſ What Noiſe? „ 


Gent. The Townis empty; on the brow o'rh' Sea 


Stand ranks of People, and they cry, a Sail. 
Caſ. My hopes do ſhape him for the Governor. 


Gent, They do diſcharge their ſhot of courteſie; 


Our Friends at leaſt, | 
_ Caf. I pray you, Sir, go forth, 
And give us truth who 'tis that is arrived. 


Sent. I ſhall. [ Exit, 


' Mont. But, good Lieutenant, is your General | 
Caſ. 


wivd? 


THE MOOR OF VENICE. 29 
Caſ. Moſt fortunately, he hath atchiev'd a Maid 
That paragons deſcription, and wild Pam: 
One that excels the Quirks of blazoning Pens, 

Ind in th'eſſential Veſture of Creation, ; 

Do's bear an Excellency... | 


Enter Gentleman. | 
How now ? Who has put in? 
Gent. Tis one Jago, Ancient to the General. 
Caſ. H' as had molt favourable and happy ſpeed ; 


Tempeſts themſelves, high Seas, and howling Winds, 


The gutter'd Rocks, and congregated Sands, 
Traitors enſteep'd , to clog the guiltleſs Keel, 
As having Senſe of Beauty do omit 
Their mortal Natures , letting go ſafely by 
The divine Deſdemona. ts 1 
Mont. What is ſhe? 1 
caſ. She that I ſpake of, our great Captain's 
TT | 
left in the Conduct of the bold Jago, 
Whoſe Footing here anticipates our thoughts, 
ASennight's ſpeed Great Fove , Othello guard, 


And ſwell his Sail with thine own powerful Breath z 


That he may bleſs this Bay with his tall Ship , 
Make loves quick pants in Deſdemona's Arms, 
Give renew d Fire to our extinguiſh'd Spirits, 
And give all Cyprus comfort. 1 


Enter Deſdemona, Jago, Rodorigo, and Æmilia. 


Oh behold! 

Ihe Riches of the Ship is come on ſhore: 

You Men of Qyrus, let her have your Knees. 
Hail to thee, Lady ! And the grace of Heav'n, 
Before, behind thee, and on eyery Hand 
Enwheel thee round. 
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What Tidings can you tell me of my Lord? 
But that he's well, and will be ſhortly here. 


Parted our Fellowſhip. But hark; a Sail! 


This likewiſe is a Friend. 


Jago. In faith, too much; 
And chides with thinking. : | 


Bells in your Parlors , wild. Cats in your Kitchens, 
- Saints in your Injuries , Devils being offended, 
Players in your Huſwifery, ard Huſwiyes in your 


- Def. Ithank you, valiant Caſſio: 
Caf He is not yet arriv'd, nor know I ought 


Deſ. Oh but] fear... how loſt you Company? 
Caſ. The great Contention of the Sea and Skies 


| Within. | A Sail, a Sail. 


Gent. 'They give this greeting to che Cittadel: 


Caf. See for the Neẽws: 1 ol 
Good Ancient, you are welcome. Welcome, Miſtreſs, | 
My 9 55 e Amilia.| 

Let it not gall your Patience, good Jago, — 
That J extend my Manners. Tis my Breeding 
That gives me this bold ſhew of Courteſie. 
Jago. Sir, would ſhe give you ſo much of her Lips, 
As of her Tongue ſhe oft beſtows on me, | 
You would have enough — = 

_ Def. Alas ! ſhe has no Speech. 


tpluc. 
and th 


| f the 


The on 


Def, 


I findit ſtill, when I have liſt ro fleep; 
Marry before your Ladiſhip , I grant, 
She puts her 1 a little in her Heart, 


Ami. Vou have little cauſe to ſay ſo. 
Jago. Come on, come on, you are Pictures out | 
. of Doors, | | 8 | 


Beds. thou fe 


Deſ. Oh, fie upon thee, Slanderer. 
Jago. Nay, it is true; or cl{eIama Tark, Jag 
Vou riſe to play, and go to Bed to woik, _ but do 


mil. You ſhall not write my praiſe, 
Fago, No, let me not. cats De/ 


_ 


j 


THE MOOR OF VENICE. zi 
' Deſ. What wouldſt write of me, if chou ſhouldſ 
praiſe me? 
7ago. Oh gentle Lady, do not put me tot, 
for Jam nothing, if not Eritical. 
Deſ. Come on, alla. There's one gone t to the 
Harbour... | 
Jago. Ay, Madam. 
Deſ. I am not merry ; but Ido beguile | 
The thing I am, by ſeeming otherwile 3 
Come, how wouldſt thou praiſe me? 5 
50g. I am about it; but indeed my Invention 
comes from my Pate, as Birdlime does from Freeze, 


tplucks out Brains and all. But my Mule labours, 
and thus ſhe is delivered, | 


fee be fair and wiſe , fairneſs and wit, 
be one s for uſe, the other afeth it. 


Deſ. well prais'd; how if ſhe be black and witty ? 


Jago. Tf che be Mack, and e have aWi, 
She'll 7 fnd a white that shall her blackneſs fit. 


Def. Worſe and worſe. | 
Emil. How iffair and fooliſh ? 


A 305 0. She ue ver yet was foeltsh that was farr , 
for even her Folly belpt her to an 2H er. 


Deſ. Theſeareold fond Paraddxth „to make Fools 
r Waugh i'th Alehouſe. What miſerable Praiſe haſt 
ou for her chat s foul and fooliſh? | 


Jago. There's none ſo foul and foolich W * 
but does foul Pranks , which fair and wiſe ones 40. 


Def. Oh heavy Ignorance 1 Thou praiſeſt the 
. e | worſt 
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35  -OTHELLO, 
worſt beſt, Burtwhar Praiſe could thou beſtow on 3 
deſerving Woman indeed ? Ons, that in the autho. 


rity of her Merit, did juſtly put on the vouch of very 


Malice it ſelf. 


Jago. She that was ever fair, and never proud , 
' Had Tongue at will, and yet was ue ver loud; 
Never lacht Gold, and yet went never gay, 
Fled from ber wish, and yet ſaid now I may : 
She that being anger 4, ber Revenge being nigh, 
Rad ber wrong ſtay, and her diſpleaſure fly . 
She that in Wiſdom never was ſo frail 
To change the Cod's Head for the Salmon's Tail; 
She that could think, and ne er diſcloſe her Mind, 
See Suitors following, and not look behind; | 
be vas aWight , ( if ever ſuch Wight were, 


| Def. Todo what? 
ago. To ſuckle Fools, and Chronicle ſmall Beer; 


Def. Oh moſt lame and impotent Concluſion. Do 
not learn of him, Æmilia, tho' he be thy Husband, 
How ſay you, Caſſis, is he not a moſt profane and 
Iiberal Counſclior? rtr 1 
Caſ. He ſpeaks home, Madam, you may reliſh 
him more in the Soldier, than in the Scholar. 
Jago. Aſide.] He takes her by the Palm; ay, well 
ſaid.. . whiſper. . . With as little a Web as this, will 
I enſnare as great a Fly as Caſſis. Ay, ſmile upon 
her, do... Iwill gyve thee in thine own Courtſhip. 
You ſay true, tis ſo indeed... If ſuch Tricks as theſe 
ſtrip you out of your Lieutenancy, it had been better 
you had not kiſs'd your three Fingers fo oft, which 
noW again you are moſt apt to play the Sir in, Very 
good.. well kiſs'd , and excellent Curtefie. .. tis 0 


uld 


duccee 


Def. 


But th; 
Even : 


Oth, 


lcannd 
| ſtop, 
and th 
That e 


Jag 


own 


am. 
Oth, 
ews; 


indeed... Let again.. your Fingers to 7 Row d 
1 ; g 


THE MOOR OF VENICE. 3; 
| Would they were Cliſter- pipes for your ſake. 
[ Trumpet. 


The Moor , 1 know his Trumpet. 
caſ. Tis truly ſo. | 
Deſ. Let's meet him, and receive chin. | 
Caf. Lo, where he comes ! 


Enter Othello „ and Attendants 


oth. O my fair Warrior ! 

Deſ. My dear Othello. 

0th. It gives me wonder, greatas my Content, 

To ſee you here before me. Oh my Soul's Joy! 

fafter every Tempeſt come ſuch Calms, _ 

May the Winds blow, till they have waken'd Death: 
Ind let the labouring Bark climb Hills of Seas 

Olympus high, and duck again aslow 
Hell's from Heav'n. If it were now to dye 5 
Twere now to be moſt happy; for I fear 
My Soul hath her Content ſo abſolute, 

Ihat not another Comfort like to this 
Succeeds in unknown Fate. 

Def. The Heav'ns forbid , 

But that our Loves and Comforts ſhould increaſe, 
hen as our Days do grow. 

Oth. Amen to that, ſweet Powers! 

[cannot ſpeak enough of this Content, 

ſtops me here: It is too much of Joy , - 

ind this and this the greateſt Diſcordsbe ¶ ug ber. 
That e er our Hearts ſhall make. 

Jago. Oh you are well tun'd now; but I'll ſer 
own the Pegs that make this Muſick, as honcſt as 
rrerſW am, | [ 4pde. 
ich} o. Come R let us to the Caſtle. 
ws, Friends, our Wars are done; the Tur ls are 

drown'd. 
How does my old Acquaintance of this Iſle? 
C | Honey , 


Honey, you ſhall be well deſir'd in Cyprus; 
Lhave found great Love amongſt them. O my Sweet; 
I prattle out of faſhion, and I dote | 17 
In mine own Comforts. I prethee , good Jags, 
Go to the Bay, and diſembark my Coffers 7 
Bring thou the Maſter to the Cittadel, 
He is a good one, and his worthineſs 
Does challenge much reſpect. Come, Deſdemona 
Once more well met at Cyprus. | 
| 3 | [ Exeunt Othello and Deſdemona 
Jago. Do you meet me preſently at the Harbour! 
Come thirher , if thou beſt valiant (as they (ay, baſe 
Men being in Love, have then a Nobility in thei 
| Natures, more than is native to them) ... liſt me; ih nde 
Lieutenant to night watches on the Court of Guard rer! 
Firſt, I muſt tell thee this; Deſuemonais directly iii ou n 


Love with him. Be 5 
Nod. With him? why, 'tis not poſſible. 
Jago. Lay thy Fingers thus; and let thy Soul be 
inſtructed. Mark me with what Violence ſhe lov cure 
the Moor, but for bragging, and telling her fantaſtica bog 
Lies. To love him ſtill for prating, let not th eit h. 
diſcreet Heart think it. Her Eye mult be fed. And 
what Delight ſhall ſhe have to look on the Devil 
When the Blood is made dull with the Act of Sport 
there ſhould be a game to inflame it, and to giv 
ſatiety a freſh Appetite; Lovelineſs in favour, Sy 
pathy in Years, Manners, and Beauties: All whic 
the Moor is defect ive in. Now for want of theſe re 
quir'd Conveniences, her delicate tenderneſs wi 
find it ſelf abus d, begin to heave the gorge, diſrelilWicip); 
and abhor the Moor; very Nature will inſtruct her iii 
it, and compel her to ſome ſecond choice. Now 
Sir, this granted, (as it is a moſt pregnant an 
unforc'd Poſition) who ſtands ſo eminent in the degre 
of this Fortune, as Caſſis does: A Knave very volubleWe; 
no further Conſcionable, than in putting on the 2 
55 otl 


THE MOOR OF VENICE. 35 
frm of Civil and Human ſeeming , for the better 
ompaſs of his Salt, and moſt hidden looſe Affection? 
Why none, why none. A ſlippery and ſubtle Knave, 
nder of Occaſions; that has an Eye can ſtamp and 
wunterfeit Advantages, though true Advantage 
yer preſent it ſelf, A Deviliſh Knave ! beſides, 
te Knave is handſom, young, and hath all thoſe 
lequifites in him, that folly and green Minds look 
er. A peſtilent compleat Knave! and the Woman 
th found him already. ao Ts 
Red. I cannot believe that in her; ſhe's full of 
wſt bleſs'd Condition. . 5 
Jago. Bleſs'd Figs end. The Wine ſhe drinks is 
made of Grapes. If ſhe had been bleſs'd, ſhe would 
Ker have loy'd the Moor: Bleſs d pudding. Didſt 
tou not ſee her paddle with the palm of his Hand? 
Didft not mark that? 5 8 ; 
Rid. Yes, that I did; but that was but Courteſie. 
790. Letchery by this Hand: An Index, and 
eure Prologue to the Hiſtory of Luſt, and foul 
Thoughts, They met ſo near with their Lips, that 
ir Breaths embrac'd together. Villanous Thoughts, 
udorigo, when theſe Mutabilities ſo marſhal the 
iy, hard at hand comes the Maſter, and main 
erciſe, th* incorporate Concluſion: Piſh... But, 


giv", be you rul'd by me. I have brought you from 
Sy mice, Watch you to night; for the Command, 
chic lay't upon you. Caſio knows you not; I'll not 
ſe re 


rar from you. Do you find ſome Occaſion to m_ 
ſv, either by ſpeaking too loud, or tainting his 
Iſcipline, or from what other courſe you pleaſe, 
lich the time ſhall more favourably miniſter, 
Rod, Well. | 4 355 h Z 
Jago. Sir, he's Raſh, and very ſudden in Choler : 
d happily may ſtrike at you , provoke him that he 
by; for even out of that will I cauſe theſe of Cyprus 
mutiny. Whoſe Walen ſhall come into no 
e 2 . true 
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true taſte again, but by diſplanting of Caſſio. So 
ſhall you have a ſhorter journey to your Deſires, by 
the means ſhall then have to prefer them. And the 


Impediment moſt profitably removed, without the ' 
Which there were no expectation ef our Proſperity. Get 
Rod. I will do this, if you can bring it to any P 
Opportunity. . 8 eye 
Jago. I warrant thee, Meet me by and by at thè ſem 
Cittadel. I muſt fetch his Neceſſaries aſhore, Farewel i ind 
| Rod, Adieu. . [ Exit bene 
Jag. That Caſſio loves her, I do well believet 90 
That ſhe loves him, tis apt, and of great Credit, Off. 
The Moor, howbeit that I endure him not, fom 
Is of a conſtant, loving, noble Nature, lere 
And I dare think, he'll prove to Deſdemona, Hels 
A moſt dear Husband. Now I do love her too, Othey 
Not out of abſolute Luſt, though peradventure 
I ſtand accountant for as great a Sin, Inter 
But partly led to diet my Revenge, 
For that I do ſuſpect the luſty Moor 8 
Hath leapt into my Seat. The Thoughts whereof; . s 
Doth , like a poiſonous Mineral, gnaw my [nwards : G 
And nothing can, or ſhall content my Soul af 
Till Iameven'd with him, Wife for Wife: Will 5 
Or failing ſo, yet that I put the Moor, [ 
Ar leaſt into a jealouſie ſo ſtrong, S * 
That Judgment cannot cure. Which thing to do, 15 a 
If this poor Traſhof Venice, whom trace wh me 
For his quick hunting, ſtand the putting on, 7 ePi 
I' have our Michael Caſſioon the hip, = Fe 
Abuſe him to the Moor in the right garb, 00d 
( (For I fear Caſſis with my Night Cap too) 
Make the Moor thank me, love me, and reward 
For making him egregiouſſy an Aſs, 8 
And practiſing upon his peace and quiet, | 54 
Even to madneſs, *Tis here. ... but yet confus'd, or C. 


Knayeries plain Face, is never ſeen, till us d. 1 | 


— 
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D Enter Herald , with a Proclamation. 


Her, It is Otbello's pleaſure, our Noble and Valiant 
General; that upon certain Tidings now arriv'd , 
importing the meer Perdition of the Turks Fleet, 
every Man put himſelf into triumph. Some to dance, 
ſome to make Bonefires , each Man to what Sport 
and Revels his addiction leads him. For beſides theſe 
beneficial News , it is the Celebration of his Nuprial. 
do much was his pleaſure ſhould be proclaimed, All 
Offices are open, and there is full liberty of Feaſting, 
from this preſent hour of five, till the Bell have told 
. 3 . 
Bleſs the Iſle of Cyprus, and our Noble General 
Othello. a | Exit. 


Enter Othello, Deſdemona, Caſſio, and Attendants. 


Oth. Good Michael, look you to the Guard to night. 
lets teach our ſelves that honourable ſtop, 
Not to out · ſport Diſcretion. | ; 
Caſ. Jago hath direction what ro do. 
burnotwithſtanding with my perſonal Eye, 
Will look cot. | | 
Oth, Jago is moſt honeſt: = ns 
Michael, good Night. To Morrow with your earlieſt, 
Let me have ſpeech with you. Come, my dear Love, 
The Purchace made, the Fruits are to enſue, 
That Profit's yet to come tween me and you. 5 


lo, 


Enter Jago. 


Caſ. Jago; ve muſt to the Watch. | 
, ge. Not chis hour, Lieutenant: *Tisnotyer ten 
- E. 9th Clock, Our General caſt us thus early for the 
15 VVVVVVTVTVTCTTT 3 
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love of his Deſdemona: Whom let us not thereſore 151 
blame; he hath not yet made wanton the Night — 
with her: And ſhe is ſport for Jove. 
Caſ. She's a moſt exquiſite Lady. 


Jago. And I'Il warrant her full of Game. Pot: 


Caſ. Indeed ſhe's a moſt freſh and delicate Creature. 5 
Jago. What an Eye ſnhe has? CEN The 
Methinks it ſounds a Parley to Proyocation, 10 5 

Ca. An inviting Eye; . 1 
And yet methinks right modeſt. wo 
Jago. And when ſhe ſpeaks, km 


Is it not an Alarum to Love? | Th 
Caſ. She is indeed Perfection. Te 1 
Jago. Well, Happineſs to their Sheets: Come, 
Lieutenant Ihave a ſtoop of Wine, and here without 
are a brace of Cyprus Gallants, that would fainhavg 


a meaſure to the Health of black Or bello. IfCo 
Caſ. Not to night, good ſago: I have very poor My E 
and unhappy Brains for drinking. I could well with ©* 
Courteſie would invent ſome other cuſtom of Enter4 
tainment, 5 ..- 
Jag. Oh, they are our Friends: But one Cup I . 
drink for you. | A 5: 
Caf. IJ have drunk but one Cup to night, and | 
that was craftily qualified too: And behold what 4**/ 
Innovation it makes here. I am infortunate in and | 
the Infirmity , and dare not task my weakneſs with} 49 
why cog By 305 5 ts. th fats 
ago. What, Man? 'tis a Night of Revels, the 
Gallanis i * Non 
Caſ. Where are they? | Ms, 
Jago. Here, at the Door; I pray you call then 1 
Mc 1 | 
Caf. T11do't, but it diſlikes me. | Exit Caflio, * 


Jago. If I can faſten but one Cup upon him, 


With that which he hath drunk to night already; 52 
He'll be as full of Quarrel, and Offence, 4 
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ks my young Miſtreſs's Dog. | 552 0 

ag my Gek Fool , Redlorie i: "= 

Whom Love hath turn'd almoſt the wrong fide out , 

To Deſdemona hath to night carouz d. 

Potations , pottle-deep ; and he's to watch. 

WH Three elſe of Cyprus, Noble ſwelling Spirits, 

Thathold their Honours in a wary diſtance , 

The very Elements of this warlike Iſle , 

Have I to night fluſter d with lowing Cups, 

And they watch too. Now mongſt this flock of 
- Drunkards, Cs | | 

Am I to put our Caſſio in ſome Action 

That may offend the Iſle. But here they come. 


Enter caſſio „Montano, and Gentlemen. 
If Conſequence do but approve my Dream, 


My Boat ſails freely, both with Wind and Stream. 
Caſ. Fore Heav'n, they have given me a rowſe 


. 5 
Mon. Good faith a little one: Not paſt a Pint, as 
Iama Soldier. . 


| Jago. Some Wine ho! 2 [ Jago ſings, 


4nd let me the Cannakin clink, clinch, 

and let me the Cannakin link, Tl 
4 Soldier's a Man; Oh, Man's Life's but a Span, 
Vby then let a Soldier drink, 


dome Wine, Boys. ps 1 | | 

Cuſ. Fore Heay'n, an excellent Song. 

Jago. I learn d it in England: Where indeed they | 
ue moſt potent in Potting. Your Dane, your Germany 
and your ſwag belly d Hollander, .. drink ho... are 
nothing to your Englich. TR By 

Caſ. Is your Englisbman ſo exquiſitę in his drinking? 

Jago. Why, he drinks you with facility, your 

84 Dane 


OO — — ——— 
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Dane dead Drunk. He ſweats not to overthrow your C 
Almain, He gives your Hollander a Vomit „der the ther 
next Pottle can be fill'd. p 
Caſ. To the Health of our General. cet 
Mon. I am for it, Lieutenant: And PII do you Y, 
Mane, | Hei 

Jago. Oh ſweet England: 85 And 

| Tis 

Kong Stephen was and a worthy Peer , The 

His Breeches coft him but a Crown , | fea 
le held them ſis Pence all too dear, on: 
Vith that be call'd the Tailor Lown : Wil. 

He was a Wight of high Renown, | t M 
And thou are but of tow degree: 7 

Tit Pride that pulls the et Wind down, He'l 


And take thy awid Clouk avout thee. | Ifdr 
Some Wine o. The 
Ca. Why this is a more exquilire 5 than thei Peri 
other. Priz, 
Jago. Will you bear tagain * And 
Caſ. No; for I hold him to be unworthy of F 
Place, that does thoſe things. Well... Heav'n' 
above all; and there be Souls muſt be ſaved, and | 
there be Souls muſt not be ſaved, J. 
Jago. It's true, good Lieutenant. we 
_- Caſ. For mine own part, no offenſe to the General 1 
F nor any Man of Quality; I hope tobe ſaved. Sou 
iſ - Jago. And ſo do I too, Lieutenant. With 
| Caf. Ay, but by your leave, not before me. TA It we 
38 Licutenant is to be ſaved before the Ancient, Let's Tot] 
. have no more of this; let's ro our Affairs. Forgive} . 
Our Sins... Gentlemen „Iam Drunk: This is m do! 
oc 


Ancient, thisis my right Hand, andthis is my left 

Iam not drunknow; Ican ſtand well envy» and 

16 ſpeak wellenough, 
Cent. Excellent well. 


Ci 
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L 
then, that [am drunk. 


Mon. To the Platform, Maſters , come, let's 


ſe the Watch. 1 
U Jago. Lou ſee this Fellow that is gone before, 
Heis a Soldier, fit to ſtand by Ceſar, _ 
And give direction. And do but ſee his Vice. 
'Tisto his Virtues a juſt Equinox, 
The one as long as th other. Iis pity of him; 
fear the Truſt Othello puts him in, | 
On ſome odd time of his Infirmity , 
Will ſhake this Hand. | 


Mon. But is he often thus. 


He'll watch the Horologue a double Set, 
Ifdrink rock not his Cradle, 

Mon. It were well 
The General were put in mind of it: py 
the Pernaps he ſees it not, or his good Nature 
Prizes the Virtue that appears in Caſſio, 
And looks not on his Evils: Is not this true? 


Enter Rodorigo. 
Jago. How now , Nodorigo! 
Ipray you after the Lieutenant, go. 


Should hazard ſuch a place, as his own Second, 

With one of an ingraft Infirmity; 

Th H wers an honeſt Action, to ſay ſo 

Ler Tothe Moor, 

vive Jg. Not I, for this fair Iſland; 

m Ido love Caſſio well, and would do much 

left 
and 


cli : 2 3 


caſ. Why very well then; you muſt not think 


— ee . 


Jago. Iis evermore his Prologue to his Sleep. 


ral Mon. And 'tis great pity that the N oble Moor 


To cure him of this Evil. But hark, what Noiſe 
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Enter caſſo pur ſuing Neige 


2 You Rogue YouRaſcal!... 
Mont. What's the Matter, Licutenant ? 
Caſ. A Knave teach me my Duty 2 PI beat the 
Knave into a Twiggen Bottle. 
Nod. Beat me. | 
Caſ. Doſtthouprate, Rogue OT”? 9 8 
Mon. Nay, good Lieutenant; LStayim bim. 
Ipray you, Sir, hold your Fand. 
Caſ. Let me go, Sir, or I'll Knock you o'er the 
Mazzard. | 
| Mon. Come, come, you re drunk. 
Caſ. Drunk ?. . [ They fight, 
| Fago, Away 1 ay, » go out and cry a Mutiny. 
[ Exit Rodorigo. 
Nay X good Lena .. Alas, Gentlemen... 
Help ho !.. . Lieutenant... Sir Montane... 
Help Maſters ! Here's a oodly Watch indeed. 
Who's that which rings the Bell. . . Diablo , ho! 
[ Bell rings. O. 


The Town will riſe. Fie, / Lieutenant! Ihe; 
You will be ſnam d for ever. 5 The! 
, | In Me 
Enter Othello a and Attendants, r 
Oth. What is ther matter here? * 
Mon. I bleed ſtill, I am hurt, but not to th Death "Beek 
Otb. Hold for your Lives. Whil 
Jago. Hold ho! Lieutenant. .. Sir... Montano. 
Gentlemen... Ofall 


Have you forgot all place of Senſe and Duty? 
Hold. The General ſpeaks to you... hold for ſhame... W 17 | 

Oth. Why how now ho ? From whence ariſeh Ant 
| this? Wher 


Are we turn aur And to our ſelves do that 0% 
Wich 5 
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Which Heav'n hath forbid the Ozromires, 
For Chriſtian ſhame , put by this barbarous Brawl. 
He that ſtirs next to carve for his own Kage, 
Holds his Soul light : Hedies upon his Motion. 
Silence that dreadful Bell, it frights the Ifle 
from her propriety. What is the matter, Maſters ? 
Honeſt Jago, that looks dead with grieving, 
Speak: Who began this? On thy Love I charge thee? 

Jago. I do not know; Friends all, but now, 
even now „ 
In Quarter, and in terms like Bride and Groom 
Deyeſting them for Bed; and then, but now. 
As if ſome Planet had unwitted Men, 
; Wl Svord out, and tilting one at other's Breaſts, 

noppoſition bloody. I cannot ſpeak 

Any beginning to this peeviſh odds. 
And would in Action glorious , I had loſt 
Thoſe Legs that brought me to a part of it. 


Caſ. Ipray you pardon me, I cannot ſpeak. 


The gravity and ſtillneſs of your Youth , 5 
Ihe World hath noted. And your Name is great 
In Mouths of wiſeſt cenſure. What's the matter, 
That you unlace your Reputation thus, 
And ſpend your rich Opinion, for the Name 
Ofa Night- brawler ? Give me anſwer to it. 

Mon. Worthy Othello, I am hurt to Danger; 
Your Officer, Jago, can inform you, 
While I ſpare Speech, which ſomething now offends 

me. | 

Ofall that I doknow , nor know Iought, 
By me that's ſaid or done amiſs this Night, 
Unleſs Self charity be ſometimes a Vice, 
And to defend our ſelvesit be a Sin, 
When Violence aſſails us. f 

Orb, Now, by Heav'n, 


Oth, How comes it, Michael, you are thus forgot: | 


Otb. Worthy Montano, you were wont to be civil: 


» —ͤ — — tt re WEE rs oe z—ͤ 
= , 1 * * 
4 ” — mo" 
* * * = . Lage wee - tb a r . POND N my 2 F 
: 1 — — 2 * 2 — r 13 , £4 - _— * - = 2 . — 
* — * — 0 8 I's mg * 8 2 4 de p, "Wo 4 —_— — 2 : — * 


44. nne 
My Blood begins my ſafer Guides rorule, 
And Paſſion, having my beſt Judgment choler'd, Th 
Aſſays to lead the way, If once ſtir, : 
Or dobut lift this Arm, the beſt of you 


Shall ſink in my Rebuke. Give me to know __ 
How this foul Rout began? Who ſetiron? * 
And he that is approv'd in this Offence, W 0 
Tho' he had twin'd with me, both at a Birth, Th | 
Shall looſe me. What in a Town of War, 1 4 
Yer wild, the Peoples Hearts brim full of fear, 5 
To manage private and domeſtick Quarrel ? an 
In Night, and on the Court and Guard of fatety ? 
Tis monſtrous, Jago, whobegan't? 2 | 
Mon If partially affin'd, or league in Office, Loo! 
Thou doſt deliver more or leſs than Truth, nn 
Thou art no Soldier, | 3 | D. 
Jago. Touch me not ſonearz _ _ 8 
I had rather have this Tongue cut from my Mouth, Coos 
Than ir ſhould do offence to Michael Caſſio. My 
| Yet | perſwade my ſelf, ro ſpeak fo the Truth apo 


Shall nothing wrong him. This it is, General: And! 
Montane and my ſelf being in Speech, 
There comes a Fellow, cry ing out for help, 

And Caſſio following him with determin'd Sword, 
To execute upon him. Sir, this Gentleman 
Steps into Caſſio, and intreats his pauſe; 

My ſelf the crying Fellow did purſue, 

Leſt by his Clamour, as it ſo fell out 


The Town might fall in fright. He, ſwiftofFoor, I 4 
Out ran my purpoſe : And I return'd the rather 90 
For that I heard the clink and fall of Swords > 1 82 
And Caſſio, high in Oath; which till to night har 
I neer might ſay before. When came back, dart « 
For this was brief, 1 found them cloſe rogerher _ Repu 
At blow, and thruſt, even as again they were 72 
When you your ſelf did part them. „ 
More of chis matter cannot I report, a tho 


But 


But 
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Bur Men are Men; thebeſt ſometimes forget; 
Tho' Caſſio did ſome little Wrong to him 
As Men in rage, ſtrike thoſe that with them beſt, 
Yet ſurely ' 55 „I believe, recciv'd | 
From him that fled, ſome ſtrange won ns > 
Which Patience could not pals. 

Oth. know, Jago, | 
Thy honeſty and love doth mince this Matter ; 
Making it light to Caſſie : Caſſio, 1 loye thee, 
Pur never more be Officer of mine. 


Enter Deſdemona ue 


Look if my gentle Love be not rais'd up: 
Ill make thee an Example. 

Deſ. What's the matter, Dear? 

Orth. All's well, Sweetingz 
Come, away to Bed. Sir, for your hurts, 
My ſelf will be your Surgeon. Lead him off: 
Jago, look with care about the Town, 
And hlence thoſe whom this vile brawl diſtracted. 
Come, Deſdemona, tis the Soldiers Life, 
To my their Dy Slumbers wak' d with Strife. 


[ Excunt. 


| Manent Jago and Cc aſſio. | 


Jago. What, are you hurt, Lieutenant! 2 
Caſ. Ay, paſt all Surgery. 
Jago. Marry, Heav'n forbid. 


Caf. Reputation, Reputation, e f Oh 
Ihave loſt my Reputation! I have loſt the immortal 


part of my ſelt, and what remains is beſtial. My 
Reputation, Jago , my Reputation. 

Jago. As lam an honeſt Man, I had thought you 
had receiyed ſome bodily wound; there is more Senſe 
in that than an Reputation, Reputation is an idle 


and 
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and moſt falſe Impoſition; oft got without merit, 
and loſt without deſerving. You have loſt no Repy. 
tation at all, unleſs you repute your ſelf ſuch a loſer, 
What Man. , there are more ways to recover the 
General again. You are but now caſt in his Mood, 
a puniſhment more in Policy, than in Malice, even 
ſo as one would beat his oftenceleſs Dog to affright 
an imperious Lion. Sue to him again, and he's 
%% ͤ KVV 
Caf. Ivill rather ſue to be deſpis'd, than to deceive 
ſo good a Commander, with ſo ſlight, ſo drunken, 
and ſo indiſcreet an Officer. Drunk? And ſpeak, 
Parrot? And ſquabble ? Swagger ? Swear? And 
diſcourſe Fuſtian with ones own Shadow ? O thoy 
inviſible Spirit of Wine ! If thou haſt no Name tobe 
known by let us call thee Devil. | 
Jago. What was he that you follow'd 
Sword ? what had he done toyou? _ 
Caſ. I know not. 0 
Jago. Ist poſſible? | 3 
Caſ. 1 remember a Maſs of things, but nothing 
diſtinctly: A Quarrel, but nothing wherefore. Oh, 
that Men ſhould put an Enemy in their Mouths, to 
| teal away their Brains? Thar we ſhould with joy, 
pleaſance, revel and applauſe, transform our ſelves 
n 
Jago. Why, but you are now well enough: How 
came you thus recover d 
Caf. It hath pleas'd the Devil, Drunkenneſs, to 
ive place to the Devil, Wrath ;, one unperfectneſs 
ſhows me another , to make me frankly deſpile my 
ot 07 ETD 
Jago. Come, you are too ſevere a Moraller. As 
the Time, the Place, and the Condition of this 
Country ſtands, I could heartily wiſh this had not 
befaln: Bur ſince it is, as it is, mend it for your own 
8 Caſ. 
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„ca I will ask him for my Place again? he ſhall 
Hara, ſuch an anſwer would ſtop them all. To 
be now a ſenſible Man, by and by a Fool, and pre- 
» Wicnily a Beaſt: Oh ſtrange ! Every inordinate Cup 
\ Wiunbleſs'd , and the Ingredient is a Devil. 


t 7ago. Come, come, good Wine is a good familiar 


creature, if it be well us d: Exclaim no more againſt 


. And, good Lieutenant, I think, you think I 
© Whve you. VVV F 
» W Caf. have well approv'dit, Sir. I drunk! 


time, Man. I tell you what you ſhall do: Our 
General's Wife is now the General. I may ſay ſo, in 
is reſpect, for that he hath devoted, and given up 
himſelf to the Contemplation, mark, and Devote - 
ment of her Parts and Graces. Confeſs your ſelf freely 


gain. She is of ſo free, ſo kind, ſo apt, fo bleſſed 
Diſpoſition, ſhe holds it a Vice in her Goodneſs, 


ſoint between you and her Husband, intreat her to 


es Wecrthan it was be fore. 
Caſ. You adviſe me well. 5 1 
W IN Jago. I proteſt inthe ſincerity of Love, and honeſt 
rindneſs. | | 5 
to Caf. Ithinkit freely: And betimes in the Morning, 
els Will beſcech the virtuous Deſdemona to undertake 


n or me: am deſperate of my Fortunes if they check 


AS Jago. Youare in the right: Good Night, Lieute- 
his Naant » Imuſt to the Watch. 5 
0tcaſ. Good Night, honeſt Jago. [ Exit Caſſio. 


n . Jago. And what's he then, that fays I play the 


Villain? 5 


47 


ell me, Fama Drunkard ? Had I as many Mouths 


„Jg. You, or any Man living, may be drunk at 


woher: Importune her help, to put you in your Place 
not to do more than ſhe is requeſted. This broken 


plinter. And my Fortunes againſt any lay worth 
naming , this crack of your Love, ſhall grow ſtron - 


When 
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When this advice is free Igive, and honeſt, 3 
Probable to thinking, and indeed the courſe Wha 

To win the Moor again. For tis moſt eaſie, Thot 

Thy inclining Deſdemona ro ſubſue And 

In any honeſt Suit. She's fram'd as fruitful os“ 

\ As the free Elements. And then for her lad 


To win the Moor, were't to renounce. his Baptiſm, Tho 
All Seals and Symbols of redeemed Sin, 


H is Soul is ſo enfetter'd to her Ive, Cont 
That ſhe may make, unmake, do what ſhe liſt , Heal 
Even as her Appetite ſhall play the Gd letir 
wich his weak Function. How am I then a Villain, N Wa; 
Jo counſel Caſſis to this parallel courſe, Nay 
Directly to his good ? Divinity of Hell; Iwo 
When Devils will their blackeſt Sins put on, My W 
They do ſuggeſt ar firſt with heav'nly Shews , Ilſe 
As I donow. For while this honeſt Fool Andb 
Plies Deſdemona; to repair his Fortune, | llic 
Aud ſhe for him, (pleads ſtrongly to the Moor, Dull 
Fil pour this Peſtilence into his Ear, 
Thar ſhe repeals him , for her Body's Luſt, | [88 


And by how much ſhe ſtrives to do him good, 

She ſhall undo her Credit with the Moor. 

So will turn her Virtue into pitch, 

And out of her own goodneſs make the Net 
That ſhall enmaſh them all. . 
How now, Aodorige? 


K 


Enter Rodorigo. 


Nod. I do follow here in the Chace, not like a M Ez 
Hound that hunts, but one that fills up the Cry. 
My Mony is almoſt ſpent ; J have been to night 
exceedingly well cudgelled; and I think the Iſſue 
will be, 1 ſhall have ſo much Experience for my 
Pains; and fo with no Mony at all, and a little more 
Wit , return again to Venice. | 


THE MOOR OF VENICE. 15 
Jago. How poor are they that have not patience ? 
What wound did ever heal but by degrees? 
and Wit depends on dilatory time: _ 
Dos't not go well? Caſſio hath beaten thee, 
Ind thou by that ſmall hurt haſt caſhier d Caſſio: 
Tho' other things grow fair againſt the Sun, 
Jet Fruits that bloſſom firſt , will firſt be ripe : | 
Content thy ſelfa while. In troth 'tis Morning; 
Meaſure and Action make the hours ſeem ſhort, 
ketire thee 3 go where thou art Billetted: | 
way > I ſay, thou ſhalt know more hereafter: 
ay get thee gone. [I Exit Rodorigo. 
Ivo things are to be done; | 1 


My Wife muſt move for Caſſis to her Miſtreſs : 8 


Thou know'ſt we work by Wit, and not by Witchcraft; 


Ind bring him jump, when he may Caſſio find 
Hlliciting his Wife: Ay, that's the way _ 
Dull not Device, by coldneſs and delay. Exit. 


PE e 
l 
SCENE I. 


SCENE Othello's Palace. 
e Enter Caſſio, Muſicians, and Cl own. 


I» 

ght 8 Caſſio. „ | 

flue Aſters, play here, I will content your Pains» 
my Something that's brief; and bid good morrow » 
nore Weneral. „ 1 


cleun. Why , Maſters, have your Inſtruments 


lll ſet her on my ſelf a while, to draw the Moor apart, 
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been in Naples, that they ſpeak i th Noſe thus? 


Mau ſ. How, Sir, how? Ja 
Clown. Are theſe, I pray you, wind Inſtrumenta . And! 
Muſ. Ay, marry are they, Sir Our c 
Clown. Oh, thereby hangs a Tale. May 
Muſ. Whereby hangs a Tale, Sir? Ca 
Cloun. Marry, Sir, by many a wind Inſtrumei A Flo 
that I know, But, Maſters, here's Mony for oꝗ 
And the General ſo likes your Muſick, that he deſit 
you for Loves Sake to make no Noiſe with it. 
Maſ. Well, Sir, we will not. An 


Clown. If you have any Muſick that may not! 
heard, to't again. But, as they ſay, to hear Muſic 


— 


the General does not greatly care. 

Mu ſ. We have none ſuch, Sir. 
Clown, Then put up your Pipes in your Bag, f 
III away. „„ Ex. Ml 
Go, vaniſh into Air, away: 
Caſ. Doſtthouhear me, mine honeſt Friend! 
| Clown, No, I hear not your honeſt Friend; 
| hear you. . ; 1 

Ta ſ. Prethee , keep up thy Quillets, there's 
poor piece of Gold for thee: If the Gentle woman th 
attends the General's Wife be ſtirring , tell her there 
one Caſſio entreats of her a little Favour of Speec 


Wilt thou do this? An 
Clown. She is ſtirring , Sir, if ſhewil! tir hithQvill 
I ſhall ſeem to notiſie unto her. [ Exit. Cle loſpe 

Caſ. Do my good Friend. ca 

| Enter Jago. 

In happy time, ages. 5 Ott 
Jago. You have not been abed then? db 

Caf. Why , no; the day had broke before we parte Mthat. 
I have made bold, Jago, to ſend in to your Wife; lepai 
My ſuit to her is, chat ſhe will to virtuous Pe lem #4 


roc 
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procure me ſome acceſs. 
J. Vl ſend her to you preſently : 
i And Il deviſe a Mean to draw the Moor 
Out of the way, that your Converſe and Buſineſs 
May be more free. 5 Exit. 
Caf. Ihumbly thank you for't. Inever knew 
en Florentine more kind and boneſt. 


Euter Amuilia. 


Emil. Good morrow , good Lieutenant , x; am 
ſorry | 

For your Diſplea ſure; but all will ſure be well. 

The General and his Wi fe are talking of it; 

Ind ſhe ſpeaks for you ſtoutly. The Moor replies; ; 

That he you hurt is ofgreat Fame in Cyprus, 

Ind great Affinity; and that in wholſom Wiſdom 

might not but refuſe you. But he proteſts he loves 

ou, 

Ind needs no other Suitor but his likings "Ry 

lobring you in again. | 

Caf. Yet, Ibeſeechyou, 

you think fit, or that it may be done, 

Give me Advantage of ſome brief Diſcourſe 

With Deſdemona alone. 

Amul. Pray, come in; 

Iwillbeſtow you where you ſhall have time 

Toſpeak your Boſom freely. > 5 

Caf. I am much bound to you. [ Exeurt, 


Enter Othello 5 Jago ) and Gentlemen, 


Oth. Theſe Letters give, Jago, to the Pilot, 
ind by him do my Duties to the Senate. 
harte That done, I will be walking on the Works „ 
fe; Wepair chere to me. 


len Jago. Well, my good Lord, Ill dot. 
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_ Oth, This Fortification . Gentlemen, ſhall x 


ſee't ? 758 
Gent, We'll wait upon your Lordſhip. Tho | i 
| | His I 
SCENE 11 lin 
wich 
For tl 
« An Apartment. ia 

Enter Deſdemona, Caſſio, and in 
Dieſdemona. Ie, 
Ethouafſur' d, good Caſſio, Iwilldo KU 
All my Abilities in thy bebals” de 
- Emil. Good Madam, do; AM ca 
I warrant it grieves my Husband , at 
As if the Cauſe were his. De, 
Def. Oh that's an honeſt Fellow; do not doubt 40 


Caſſia, 
But will have my Lordand you again 
As friendly as you were. 
; Caf. Bounteous Madam), | 
Whatever ſhall become of Michael Caſſin , 
He's never any thing but your true Servant. 
Def. Iknow't, I thank you; you do love my Lord 
You haveknown him long, and be you well afſurd 
He ſhall in ſtrangeneſs ſtand no farther off, 
Than in a politick diſtance, 
Caſ. Ay, but Lady, | 
That Policy may either laſt ſo love i 
Or feed upon ſuch nice and wateriſh Diet, 
Or breed it ſelf ſo out of Circumſtances, 
That I being abſent, and my place ſupply'd, 
My General will forget my Love and Service. 
Deſ. Do not doubt that; before Æmilia here, 
Igive thee Warrant of thy place. Aſſure thee, 


fl do yow a Friendſhip + 11 perform it Ze 
Jo the laſt Article. My Lord ſhall never reſt, 
ll watch him tame, and talk him out of Patience; 
His Bed ſhall ſeem a School, his Boord a Shrift, 
ll intermingle every thing he do's 1 

with Caſſis's ſuit : Therefore be merry, Caſſio » 
W for thy Solliciror ſhall rather die, OY 
Than give thy Cauſe away. 


a, | Enter Othello, and Jago, 

Emil. Madam, here comes my Lord. 

Caſ. Madam, IL'Il take my leave. 

Deſ. Why ſtay, and hear me ſpeaæ. 

caſ Madam, not now; I am very ill at eaſe. 
Unfit for mine own purpoſes. 
übt Je. Hah ? I like not that. 

ob, What doſt thou ſay? 


hat. | | 
otb. Was not that Caſſio parted from my Wife? 
Jago. Caſſio, my Lord? Noſure, I cannot think 


it, e 855 

hat he would ſteal away ſo guilty- like, 
deing you coming. OP 
0th. I do belie ve twas he. 

Def. How now, my Lord? 

have been talking with a Suitor here, 
Man that languiſhes in your Diſpleaſure. 
Otb. Who is't you mean? 


Lord 
ur'd 


have any grace, or power to move you, 
is preſent reconciliation take. Ke 

or if he be not one char truly loves you, 

hat errs in Ignorance , and not in Cunning , 
haye no judgment in an bow Face, 


| THE MOOR OF VENICE, z; 


De /. Well, do your diſcretion. | Exit Caſſio. 5 


Jago. Nothing, my Lord; or if. I know nor 


Deſ. Why your Lieutenant Caſſio , good my Lord, 
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34 OL, 
I] prethee call him back. 
| Oth. Went he hence now? 
Def. In ſooth, ſo humbled, _ 
That he hath left part of his Grief with me 
I0 ſuffer with him. Good Love, call him back. 


Oth, Not now, ſweet Deſdemona, ſome other Deſ 
: m_ - 5 = 0b 
Deſ. But ſhall't be ſhortly? 
Ly Oth, The ſooner , Sweet, for you. Def 
1 5 Deſ. Shall't be to night, at Supper? What 
Otbh. No, not to night. 0⁰⁰ 
Deſ. To morrow Dinner then? jut! 
Ot. 1 ſhall not dine at home: Chao! 
1 meet the Captains at the Citadel. J. 
Def. Why then to morrow night, on Tasſdyſ 07. 
e eee, | | | 1 5 BY 
On Tueſday noon , or night; on Wedneſday morn, Mphes 
I prethce name the time, but let it not Mo 
Exceed three Days; in faith he's Penitent: Why 
And yet his Treſpaſs, in our common Reaſon , Jag 
Save that they ſay the Wars muſt make Example» Wh, f 
Out of their beſt, is not almoſt a Fault : IM 0:1 
T*1ncur a private check, When ſhall he come? | Ja 
Tell me, Ozhello, I wonder in my Soul = 
What you would ask me, that I would deny, o 
Or ſtand ſo mam'ring on? What? Michael Caſſo !.. Ja 
That came a wooing with you; and ſo many a time , 0, 
When [ have ſpoke of you diſpraiſingly 
Hath ta'en your part, to have ſo much to do s be 
To bring him in? Truſt me, I could do much... Ja 
O. h. Prethee no more, let him come when he will, M 0, 
Iwill deny chee nothing. Ja 
Def. Why, this is not a Boon: 0) 
Tis as I ſhould entreat you wear your Gloves, ) 
Or feed on nouriſhing Diſhes , or keep you warm, 0 
Or ſue to you, to do a peculiar Profit AS1 


y e ſuit, 
To your own Perſon, Nay, when I have _ Perc 


THE MOOR OF VENICE. 5 
herein I mean to touch your Love indeed, 
| ſhall be full of Poize , 06 difficult — oY 
ind fear ful to be granted. 
0th. 1 will deny thee nothing. | 
Whercon I do beteech thee , grant me this, 
Jo leave me but a little to my ſelf. _ 
Def. Shall 1 deny you? No: Farewel, my Land: 
Ob. Farewel, my Deſdemona , I'll come ro thee 
ſtraight. 

Deſ. Emilia, come; be as your Fancics reach you: 
Whate'cr you be, lam obedient. Exit. 
Ob. Excellent Wretch! Perdition catch my Soul, 

ut! do love thee; and when! lo ve thee not, 
chaos is come again. 
Jago. My noble Lord. 
0th, What doſt thou ſay, Jago? 
Jago. Did Michael Caſſio, 
When you woo'd my Lady, know of your Love? 
Oth. He did, from farſt to laſt; ; 
Why doſt thou ask? 
Jazo. Bur fot a Satisfaction of my Thought, > 
No further harm. p 
Oh. Why of thy thought, Jago? | 
Jago. I. did not think he had been acquainted with 
N. 
Oth, O yes, and went between us very oft. 
Jaga. Indeed. 
Oth. Indeed! Ay, indeed, Dif ſt chou ought 
of that ? 
ls he not honeſt ? 
Jago, Honeſt, my Lord? 
0th. Honeſt? Ay, Honeſt ? 
Jago. My Lord, for ought I know. 
Oth. What doſt "thou think? 
Jago. Think, my Lord! ... 
Otb. Think, my Lord! Alas, thou eccho'ſt me 


As if there were ſome Monſter in thy thought 
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5 OTHELLO, 
Too hideous to be ſhewn.Thou doſt mean ſomething, 
I heard thee ſay even now, thou lik ſt not that. 


When Caſſio left my Wife. What did'ſt not like ? 
And when J told thee. he was of my Counlel , 


0 

Of my whole courſe of wooing; thou cried'ſt, indeed? ift 
And didſt contract and purſe thy Brow together, A 
As if thou then hadſt ſhut up in thy Brain Ie 
Some horrible Conceit: It thou doſt love me Th 
Shew me thy thought, _ . 1 
Jago. My Lord, you know I love you. To 

Oth. I think thou doſt: Ty Sh: 


And for I know thou ri full of Love and Honeſty, Fre 
And weigh'it thy Words before thou giv'ſt them We 


| | Breath, 1 3 5 Ou 
Therefore theſe ſtops of thine fright me the more: It y 
For ſuch things, in a falſe difloyal Knave, No 
Are tricks of Cuſtom ; but in a Man that's juſt, To 
They're cold Dilations working from the Heart, 6 
That Paſſion cannot rule. 1 . 5 
lago. For Michael coſe , 3 | 
I dare be ſworn, I think, that he is honeſt. Ist 
Otb. I think ſo too. : Wh 


Jazo. Men ſhould be what they ſeem, 

Or thoſe that be not, would they might ſeem none. Nx 
Orh. Certain, Men ſhould be what they ſeem. 
Jago. Why, then think Caſſio's an honeſt Man. But 


Orh Nay, yet there's more in this. Ro 
I pray thee ſpeak to me as to thy re 1 » Wan 
As thou doſt ruminatezand give thy worſt of thoughts, « 


The worſt of Words. 


| 0 7 

Jago. Good, my Lord, pardon me. No 
Though 1am bound to every Act of Duty, 6 
I am not bound to that, all Slaves are free to. : 
Utter my Thoughts! ... Why ſay they are vild and It 
falſe? „ | Th 

As, where's that Palace, whereinto foul things Ml Wt 


Sometimes intrude not? Who has that Breaſt ſo ns Bu 
5 5 a ul 


THE MOOR OF VENICE: MW 


WM But fore uncleanly apprehenſions 
Keep Leets, and Law days, and in Seflions fie 
With Meditations lawful? 


Oth. Thou doſt conſpire againſt thy Friend, Jago, 
1 Ifthou but think'ſt him wrong' d, and mak'it his Ear 


A Stranger to thy thoughts. 

Jago. I do beſcech you, 
Though I perchance am vicious in my Gueſs „ 
As I confeſs it is my Nature's Plague 
To ſpie into 2 and of my Jealoufic | 
Shapes Faults that are not , that your Wiſdom , 
From one that ſo imperfe&ly Conceits, 


Out of his ſcattering , and unſure Obſervance; 
It were not for your quiet, nor your good, 
Nor for my Manhood , Honeſty and Woven > 
To let you know my Thoughts. 
Oth. What doſt thou mean? 
Jago. 2 Name in Man and Woman, dear my 
„ 
Is the immediate jewel of chair Souls: ; 
Who _— my Purſe ſteals traſh, tis ſomething , no- 
thin 
le. 'Twas e E tis his, and has been Slave to EVEN 
| „ lands; 
n. But he that filches from me my good Name , 
Robs me of that , which not enriches him, 
And makes me poor indeed. 
hill Orth. I'll know thy Thoughts. 
Jago. Lou cannot, if my Heart were in your: Hand, 
Nor ſhall not, whilſt tis in my Cuſtody. 
Orh. Ha! 
Jigo. Oh, beware, my Lord, of Jealouſic , 
Jandl 1: is che green ey d Monſter , which doth mock 
| The Meat it feeds on. That Cuckold lives in Bliſs, 


I Who, certain of his Fate, loves not his wronger: 
pure, ¶ But oh „What damned Minutes tells he o'er, 
But | 1 Who 


Would take no Notice, nor build your ſelfa trouble 
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„ ieee 
Who dotes, yetdoubrs; ſuſpects, yet ſtrongly loves! 


Oth. O Miſery? | | Is1 
Jago. Poor, and content, is rich, and rich 
enough; 1 

But Riches fineleſs, is as poor as Winter, An 
To him that ever fears he ſhall be poor; | She 
Good Heav'n! the Souls of all my Tribe defend 0 
From Jealouſie, | TS Six 

Oth. Why? Why is this? "I > c 
Think ſt thou I'd make a Life of Jealouſie ? Ig 


To follow ſtill the Changes of the Moon, 
Wich freſh Suſpicions ? No; to be once in doubt, Ti 
Is once to be reſolv d: Exchange me for a Goat, g 


When l ſhall turn the Buſineſs of my Soul for 
To ſuch exufflicate, and blown Surmiſes, _ 1 
Matching thy inference ; 'Tis not to make me Jealous, J 

To ſay my Wife is Fair, feeds well, loves Company, 1 ©! 

ls free of Speech, ſings, plays, and dances well; 4 6 
Where Virtue is, theſe are moſt virtuous. _ c Pi 

Nor from mine own weak Merits, will I draw | 85 
The ſmalleſt Fear, or doubt of her Revolt, 1 
For ſhe had Eves, and choſe me. No, Jago, Th 5 


T1 ſee before I doubt; when I doubt, prove; 

And on the proof there is no more but this, 

Away at once with Love, or Jealouſie. 1 5 
Jago. I am glad of this; for now I ſhall have reaſon Wh: 

To ſhew the Love and Duty that I bear you 2 

With franker Spirit. Therefore, asI am bound, 

Receive it from me. I ſpeak not yet of Proof: 

Lock to your Wife, obſer ve her well with Caſio, 

Wear your Eyes, thus; not Jealous, nor Secure; 

I would not have your free and noble Nature , 

Out of Self bounty be abus d; look to't. 

I know our Country diſpoſition well; 

In Venus e, they do let Heav'n ſce the Pranks 

They dare not ſhew their Husbands , their beſt 
Conſcience, e ˖ 

Is 


THE MOOR OF VENICE. 
Is not to leave't undone, but kept unknown. 
0th. Doſt thou ſay ſo? 
7ago. She did deceive her Father, marrying you , 
And when ſhe ſcem'd to ſhake , and fear your looks , 
She lov'd them moſt. _ 
Oth. And ſo ſhedid. 
Jago. Why, goto then; 5 
She that ſo young could give out ſuch a ſeeming 
To ſeal her Father's Eyes up, cloſe as Oak. 4 
He thought 'twas Witchratr, 4 
But I am much to blame: 
| humbly do beſeech you of your pardon 
For too much loving you. + 
Oth, I am bound to thee for ever, 
Jago. I ſee this hath a little daſh d your Spirits. 
Oth. Not a jot, nota jot, 
Jago. Truſt me, I fear it has: 
| hope you will conſider, what is ſpoke | 
Comes from my Love. Bur I do ſee you're mov'd. . « 
lam to pray you, not to ſtrain my Speech 
Io groſſer lllues , Nor to larger Reach, 
Than to Suſpicion. 
Oth. I will not. 
Jago. Should you do ſo, my Lord, 
My Seach ſhould. fall into ſuch vild Succeſs, 
Which my Thoughts aim'd not at. Cafſis's my 
_ worthy Friend: _ 
My Lord, 1 fee you're moy . 
0th. No, not much mov d. 
do not think but Deſdemona's honeſt. ” 
Jags. Long live ſhe ſo; and long live you to think 
0, 
Oth, And yet how Nature erring from i itſelf... 
Jago. Ay, there's the point; 27 1 be nay 
zeſt with you; 
Not to affect many propoſed Mitches | 
1; NOfher own Clime, Complex ion and Degree, 
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60 OTHELLO;: 


Whereto we ſee in all things, Nature tends : : 
Foh ! One may ſmell in ſuch, a Will moſt rank, 5 
Foul Diſproportions, Thoughs unnatural, _ * 
But, pardon me, I do not in Poſition 1 
Diſtinctly ſpeak of her, tho'I may fear = a 
Her Will, recoiling to her better Judgment, A 
May fall ro match you with her Country Forms, T 
And happily repent. i, 2 
Oth. Fare wel, farewel ; 5 | pr 

If more thou doſt perceive, let me know more: 'T 
Set on thy Wife to obſerve. Leave me, Jago. E. 
Jago. My Lord, I take my leave. l Gomy, W 


Otb. Whydidl marry? 

This honeſt Creature, doubtleſs, = 

Sees, and knows more, much more than he unfolds, MW 
Jago. My Lord, I would 1 might intreat your I. 


| Honour ” ; | LI 
Jo ſcan this thing no farther; leave it to time: | 
Altho' tis fit that Caſſio have his Place, 5 Yo 
For ſure he fillsit up with great Ability, By 
Yer if you pleaſe to put him offa while, N 7 
You ſhall by that perceive him, and his means. 
Note, if your Lady ſtrain his Entertainment Are 
With any ſtrong, or vehement importunity, 6 
Much will be ſeen in that. In the mean time, . 1 


Let me be thought too buſie in my fears, 
As worthy cauſe I have to fear I am, 
And hold her free, Ido beſeech yuur Honour. 
Oth. Fear not my Government. 
Jago. J once more take my leave. IE, 
Oth, This Fellow's of exceeding honeſty, 
And knows all Quantities, with a learn'd Spirit, 
Ofhuman dealings. If Ido prove her Haggard, 
ITho' that her ſefſes were my dear Heart - ſtrings, 
I'd whiſtle her off, and let her down the wind 
Io prey at Fortune. Haply, forlamblack, 
And have not thoſe ſoft parts of Conyerſation, 5 
| 5 | 85 Bat 


it, 


Eat 


And not their Appetites ! I had rather be a Toad, 


By THE MOOR OF VENICE. 61 
That Chamberers have; or for I amdeclin'd 
Into the vale of Years, yet that's not much.. 
She's gone, Iamabus'd, and my relief 

Muſt be to loath her. Oh Curſe of Marriage! 
That we can call theſe delicate Creatures ours, 


And live upon the Vapour ofa Dungeon, 

Than keep a corner in the thing I love, : 
For others uſes, Yer'tis the plague to Great-ones , 
prerogativ'd are they leſs than the Baſe, | 

Tis deſtiny unſhunable like Death; 

Even then, this forked plague is fated tous, 
when we do quicken. Look where ſhe comes! 
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If ſhe be falſe, O then Heav'n mocks it ſelf; 
IIl not believ't. 5 Pers 
Deſ. How now, my dear Othell9? 
Your Dinner, and the generous Iſlanders , 
By you invited, do attend your preſence. 
Oth. Jam to blame. Gs | 
Deſ. Why do you ſpeak ſo faintly? 
Are you not well? 1 £97 Se 
Oth. I have a pain upon my Forchead here. 
Deſ. Why, that's with watching, 'twill away 
again. | 
Let me _ bind it hard, within this hour 
It will bewell, 5 
Oth. Your Napkin is too little; | 
[| he drops her Handkerchref. 
Let it alone: Come, Ill go in with you. | Exeunt. 
Deſ. 1am very ſorry that you are not well, 
Amil. lam glad L have found this Napkin ; 
This was her firſt remembrance from the Moor; 
My wayward Husband hatha hundred times + 
Woo'd me to ſteal it. But ſhe ſo loves the Token, 


* 


M nnr 
For he conjur'd her, ſhe ſhould ever keep it, 


That ſhe reſerves it evermore about her, | 
To kiſs and talk ro. I'll have the work ta'en out, 


Andgive't Jago; what he will do with it, 
Heav'n knows, not I: ons 


I nothing , bur to pleaſe his Fantaſie. 


-- Hoc ES ES 


Jugo. Why, what is that to you? ¶ Snatching it. - 
_ mil. If it be not for ſome purpoſe of import, 


bl Enter Jago. 

1 Jago. How now ? What do you here alone? | 
# Amil, Do not youchide ; Ihaveathing for you, I. 
* Jago. Vou have a thing for me? | 

N 1 It is a common thing. *0 | N 
1 Emil. Hah? 333 sh 
- Amil.\ Oh, is that all? what will you give me | 
43 For that ſame Handkerchief? = 
376 Jago. What Handkerchief > _ 16 
8 mil. What Handkerchief! 5 
[7 | : Why, that the Moor firſt gave to Deſdemona , | 
8 That which ſo often you did bid me ſteal. , 
'F Jago. Halt ſtollen it from her? 17 
f mil. No; but ſhe let it drop by Negligence, WY | 
b And to th? Advantage, Ibeing here, took'tup: 

14 Look; here'tis. TE | 165 
1 Jago. A good Wench, give it me. He 
20 Amil. what will you do with't, you have been ſo WF © 
1 earneſt to have me filtch it? 3 


 Give't me again. Poor Lady, ſhellrun mad, bp 
#4 When ſhe ſhall lack it. 1 e Far 
Ti Jago. Benotacknown on't: 3 Far 
i I have uſe for ir. Go, leave me... Exit, mil. I Tha 


I will in caſſio's Lodging loſe this Napkin , 
And let him find it. Txifles light as Air 


Are The 


THE MOOR OF VENICE. 4; 
Are to the jealous, Confirmations ſtrong , 
As proofs of holy Writ. This may do ſomething. 
The Moor already changes with my Poiſons, 
Dangerous Conceits are in their natures Poiſons , 
Which at the farſt are ſcarce found to diſtaſte : - 
But with a little act upon'theBlood,  _ 
Burn like the Mines of Sulphur. I did ſay ſo. 


Enter Othello. 


Look, where he comes 1 Not Poppy, nor Mandra- 
goa, 1 

Nor a he drowſie Syrups of the World, 

Shall ever medicine thee to that ſweet Sleep, 

Which thou ow'dt yeſterday. EE 

Orh. Ha! Ha! Falſe to me! „„ 

Jago. Why, how now, General; no more of that. 

Oth Avant, be gone; thou haſt ſet me on the Rack; 
I ſwear tis better to be much abus'd, . 
Than but to know a little. 

Jago. How now, my Lord? 

Oth. What ſcent had I, in her ſtoln hours of Luſt? 
Iſaw it not, thought it not, it harm'd not me: 
I ſlept the next Night well, fed well, was free and 

"ey. 8 
I found not Caſſio Kiſſes on her Lips 
He that isrobb'd , not wanting what is ſtoln, 
Let him not knowet, and he's not robb'd at all. 
Jago. lam ſorry to hear this. 5 


it. Oth. J had been happy if the general Camp, 
Pioneers and all, had taſted her ſweet Body), 
So I had nothing known. Oh now, for ever 
Fare wel the tranquil Mind. Farewel Content; 

ail are wel the plumed Troops, and the big Wars, 


That make Ambition Virtue ! Oh farewel, 
Fare wel the neighing Steed, and the ſhrill Trump, 
1 The Spirit · ſtirring Drum, th' Ear - piercing Fife Ko 
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64 OT HELLO, 
The Royal Banner, and all Quality, g | 
Pride, Pomp , and Circumſtance of glorious War : [thi 
And O you mortal Engines, whoſe rude Throats + [lt 
Th' immortal 7eve's dread Clamours counterfeit, s! 
| Farewel ! Orhello's Occupation's gone, * 
( 


Jago. Is't poſſible , my Lord? 8 | 
Oih. Villain, be ſure thou prove my Love a Whore; | Ir 


Be ſure of it: Give me the Ocular Proof, | Ja 
95 ” 1 Catching bold on him. [do 
Or by the worth of mine eternal Soul, You 
Thou hadſt been better have beenbornaDog, Ml © 
Than anſwer my wak'd wrath. BL 

Jago. 1s'tcome to this? . A. 
ob. Make me to ſee't, or, at tlie leaſt , ſoprove it, MI" | 
That the probation bear no Hinge , nor Loop, | 
To hang a doubt on: Or woe upon thy Life. ag 
Jago. My Noble Lord. „ od 3 

Oth. If thou doſt ſlander her, and torture me, 5 
Never pray more; abandon all Remorſe _ 
On horrors Head, horrors accumulate | 6 
Do Deeds to make Heav'n weep, all Earth amaz d; + | 
For nothing canſt thou to Damnation add, — ky 
Greater than that. = , 0 
Jago. O Grace! O Heav'n forgive me 15 8 
Are you a Man? Have you a Soul > Or Senſe? | ft 
God be wi' you: Take mine Office. Oh wretched Wh 
Fool, pe | | A. 
That lov'ſt to make thine Honeſty a Vice! mW 4 
Oh monſtrous World ! Take note, take note, OF . 
ff oloeonat 7 8 | zur 
To be direct and honeſt, is not ſafe. r 
I chank you for this Profit, and from hence lv 
Pl love no Friend, ſith Love breeds ſuch Offence, ¶ Ane 
Oth. Nay ſtay... thou ſhouldſt be honeſt. . Pa 


Jago. I ſhould be wiſe, for honeſty's a Fool, Sy 
And loſes that it works for. CEO, es Th 
Ot. By che World. ; 


THE MOOR OF VENICE. 65 
[think my Wife is honeſt, and think ſhe is not; 
Ithink that thou art juſt, and think thou art not; 
Ill have ſome proof. My Name that was as freſſi 

As Dian's Viſage, is now begrim'd and black 

is mine own Face. If there be Cords or Knives, 
Poiſon, or Fire, or ſuffocating Streams, - 

Ill not endure it. Would I were ſatisfied ! 

Jago. I ſee you are eaten up with Paſſion: 

do repent me that I put it to you; 
You would be ſatisfied ? 
Oth. Would, nay, and Iwill. 1 
Jago. And may; but how ? How ſatisfied, my 
OO OE on net Ty == 
Would you the ſuper: viſion groſly gape on? 
behold her topp'd? _ 5 

Oth. Death, and Damnation ! Oh! 

Jags. It were a tedious difficulty I think, 
Tobring em to that proſpect: Damn them then, 
fever mortal Eyes do ſee them bolſter 
More than their own. What then? How then? 
: Phat ſhall IL ſay 2 Where's Satisfaction? 

Iris impoſſible you ſhould ſee this, 

were they as prime as Goats, as hot as Monkeys, 
As ſalt as Wolves in pride, and Fools as groſs 
As Ignorance, made drunk. But yet, Iſay, 
ned Imputation and ſtrong Circumſtances, 
Which lead directly to the door of Truth, 
will give you Satisfaction, you might have't. 
Oos. Give me a living reaſon ſhe's difloyal, 
| Jago. I do not like the Office; | 
But fith I am entred in this Cauſe ſo far, 
Prick'd-to't by fooliſh Honeſty and Love, 
will go on. I lay with Caſſo lately, 
And being troubled wich a raging Tooth, 
could not ſleep. There are a kind of Men, 
So looſe of Soul, that in their Sleeps will mutter 
Their own Affairs; one of * kind is Caſio; 


I 


| 


„% rn 0. 
In ſleep L heard him ſay, ſweet Deſdemona, l 
Let us be wary, let us hide our Loves, | 
And then, Sir, would he gripe, and wring my Hand, MW wt 


Cry... oh ſweet Creature... then kiſs me hard, Ne 
As if he pluckt up Kiſſes by the Roots, . Tot 
That grew upon my Lips, lay his Leg o'er my Thigh, W ve 
And figh and kiſs , and then cry curſed Fate, Sha 
That gave thee to the Moo. Iii 
Oth. O monſtrous! Monſtrous! | spa 
Jago. Nay this was but his Dream. Intl 
Ob. But this denoted a fore gone Concluſion, The! 
*Tisaſhrewd doubt, tho'itbe but a Dream. J 
Fago. And this may help to thicken other Proofs, Mit. 
That do demonſtrate thin). e You 


Otb. Tltear her all ro pieces. 5 
Jago. Nay yet be wiſe, yet we ſee nothing done; ¶rhe 


She may be honeſt yet: Tell me but this, _ To v 
Have you not ſometimes ſeen a Handkerchiefß nnd 
Spotted with Strawberries , in your Wife's Hand? Wyha 
Otb. I gave her ſuch a one; tas my firſt Gift. Ot 


Jago. I know not that; but ſuch a Handkerchief, Mo: 
Iam Ren was your Wife's, did I to Day 
See Caſſio wipe his Beard with. | 
Ot. If it be tha. 5 
Jago. If it be that, or any, if twas hers, 
It ſpeaks againſt her wit h the other Proofs, 
Ot. O that the Slave had forty thouſand Lives! 
One is too poor, too weak for my Revenge. 
Now do I ſee tis true. Lock here, Fago, 
All my fond Love thus do I blow to Heay'n, 'Tis 
| "Tt np 03 
Ariſe black Vengeance from the hollow Hell, 
Vield up , O Love, thy Crown and hearted Throne 
To tyrannous Hate. Swell Boſom wich thy fraught, 
For tis of Aſpicks Tongues. pe 
13 Jago. Yer be content. 


3 Jag 


THE MOOR OF VENICE. 6% 
ago. Patience I ſay ; your Mind may change. 
Oth. Never, Jago. Like to the Pontick Sea, 
, MW Whoſe Icy Current) and compulſive Courſe, 
Ne'er feels retiring Ebb, but keeps due on 
Io the Propontick, and the Helleſpont : "HE 
Even ſo my bloody Thoughts Vith violent pace 
Shall ne er look back, ne er ebb to humble Love, 
Till that a capable, and wide Revenge 
dwallow them up. Now by yond marble Heav'n , 
ln the due reverence of a ſacred You J [ He kpeels, 
[here engage my Words... 
Jago. Do not riſe yet: [ jage kpeels. 
Witneſs your ever-burning Lights above, 
You Elements that clip us round about J 
Witneſs that here Jago doth give up 
The Execution of his Wit, Hands, Heart, 
Jo wrong d Orhello's Service. Let him command = 
And to obey ſhall be in me remorſe , 
' Wihatbloody Buſineſs ever. 
: Oth. I greet thy Love, 8 
uct Not with vain Thanks, but with acceptance bounteous 
And will upon the inſtant put thee tot: 
Within theſe three Days let me hear thee ſay, 
That Caſſio's not alive. 
Jago. My Friend is dead: 
Iis done at your requeſt, But let her live. | | 
0th, Damn her lewd Minx ! O damn her, damn 
her! 
Come go with me apart, I will withdraw 
o furniſh me with ſome ſwift means of Death 
tor the fair Devil. Now art thou my Lieutenant. 
Jago. Iam your own for eve. | Exeant, 


5 


ught, Enter Deſdemona, > Amilia 3 and Clown, 


Deſ, Do you know 8 Sirrah, where Lieutenant 
Caf 0 les r h 


Jag! «x Clown. 


„„ rn, 


is, make Queſtions, and by them Anfwer. 


I 2 


| Thave mov d my Lord on his behalf, and hope al 


Full of Cruzadoes. And bur my noble Moor 
Is true of mind, and made of no ſuch baſeneſs, 


Cloum. I dare not ſay he lies any where. 
Deſ. Why Man? 
Clown, He's a Soldier, and forr me to fay a Soldie 


lies, tis ſtabbing. 


Deſ. Go to; where lodges he? 2 | 13 
Clown. To tell you where he lodges, is to ell y al BY 


where Ilie. ” 


Def. Can any thing be made of this ? | 
Clown. Iknow not where he _ „and for me 7 
to de viſe a Lodging, and ſay he lyes here, or he yes 


there, were to lie in mine own Throat. not 
Def. Can you enquire him out? And be edified by A fe 
report Mu 
Clown, Iwill Catechize the World for him, that for 


Def. Seek him, bid him come hither; tell him 


. will be well. For 
Clown. To do this, is s within the Compaſ ol © 
Man's Wit, and therefore! will attempt the doing o 
. Exit. Cloun But « 
Deſ. Where ſhould loſe the e „Ami D 
lia? i 
mil. 1 know not, Madam: 0 


Deſ. Believe me, 1 had rather have loſt my purſe 


As jealous Creatures are, it were enough.” 
To put him to ill thinking. 
mil. Is he not Jealous? + 
Deſ Who he? I think the Sun where he was bor 
Drew all ſuch Humours from him. 
Amil, Look where he comes. | 
Def. I will not leave him now, till Caſſio be 
Call'd to him. How is't wich you, my Lord? 


Eni 


TRE MOOR OF + VENICE. =” 


Enter „ Othatls: 


Oth, well, 5 'my good Lady. Oh hardneſs to 
diſſemble! How do you, Deſdemona ? 


Wu Def. Well, my good Lord. 

Oth. Give me your Hand; this Hand is moiſt 1 
my Lady. 
Deſ. It yet hath felt no Age, nor known no Sorrow: 
Oth. This argues Fruitfulneſs , and liberal Heart; 

Hot, hot and moiſt, ., this hand of yours requires 
A ſequeſter from Liberty; Faſting , and Prayer, 
Much Caſtigation , Exerciſe devout, _ 
for here's a young and ſweating Devil here, 
That commonly rebels ; Tis a good Hand, 
A frank one. 
Deſ. You may, El fay ſo; 
For tas that Hand that gave away my Heart, > 
Orb. A liberal Hand, The hearts of old , dave 
hands; 
But our new Heraldry is Hands, not Hearts. 
Deſ. I cannot ſpeak of this 3 come, now your | 
Promiſe. | 
Oth. What promiſe, chuck? 
Deſ. Ihave ſent to bid Caſſio come ſpeak with you. 
Oth. I have a ſalt and ſorry Rheum oftends me; 
Lend me thy Handkerchief. . 
Deſ. Here, my Lord. | 
Oth. That which I gave you? 
Deſ. I have it not about me. 
bora orb. Not? 
Deſ. No indeed, my Lord. 
Oth. That's a fault. That Handkerchief 
Did an Ægyptian to my Mother givez 
She was a Charmer, and could almoſt read, 
The Thoughts of People. She cold her „ while ſhe 


kept it 
2 e E 3 'Twould 


6 OTHELLO, 


*Twould make her amiable , ſubdue my Father 

Intirely to her love; but if the loſt it A 

Or made a Gift of it, my Father's Eye 

Should hold her loathed, and his Spirits ſhould hunt | 

After new Fancies. She, dying, gave it me, 

And bid me, when my Fate wou d have me wiv'd, 

To give it her. I did io , and take heedon't 3 

Make it a Darling, like your precious Eye; 

J 0o loos't, orgive'taway, wereſuch aeg, 
As nothing elſe could match. 

Deſ. Is t poſſible? 


Oth. Tis, true ; there's Magick inthe Web ofi it; 9 | 


A Sybil! that had numbred in the World 
The Sun to courſe two hundred Compaſſes „ 
In her prophetick Fury ſow'd the work: 


The Worms were hallowed, that did breed the Silk , | 


And it wasdy'd in Mummey , which the skilful 
Conſerv'd of Maidens Hearts. | 

Def. Indeed ! Is't true? 
Oth. Moſt veritable, therefore look! to't well. 


Deſ. Then would to Heay' n, that I had never 


5 ſeen't. 
otb. Ha ? wherefore? 
Deſ. Why do you ſpeak ſo ſtartingly, and raſh? 


Oth. Ist loſt ? Ist gone ? Speak, ist out o a | 


way? 
Deſ. Bleſs us! 
* Orh. Say you? 
Deſ. It is not loſt; but what and if it were ? 
Oth. How ? 
Deſ. I ſay it is norloſt; 
Oth. Fetch't, let me ſee't. 
Deſ. ers i ſolcan, Sir, but Iwill not now: 
This is a trick to put me from my Suit, 


Pray you let Caſſ be receiv'd again. 
Gb. Feich me the Handkerchicf, . my mind mil- 


FiVes. *» 


nt} 


ver 


wit 


2 
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Def. Come, come; you'll never meet a more 


ſufficient Man. 

Oth. The Handkerchicf, bs 

Def. A Man that all his time 
Hath founded his good Fortunes on your Love; z 
Shar' d Dangers with you. 

Oth. The Handkerſchief, .. 

Deſ. Inſooth, you are to blame. 


Oth. Away (Erie. O Othello, 


mil. Is not this Man jealous ? ? 
Def. I never ſaw this before. 


Jure there's ſome wonder in this Handkerchief, 


lam moſt unhappy in the loſs of it. 

mil, Tis nota Year or two ſhewsusa Man: 
They are all but Stomachs, and we all but Food, 
Ihey eat us hungerly, and when they are Full, - 
They velch us. 


Enter Jago, and Caſſio. 


Look you , caſio, a, and my Husband. 
Jago. There is no other way, tis ſhe muſt do? tz 
And 10 the happineſs; go and importune her. 
Deſ. How now , good Caſſio , what s the News 
with you? 


Caſ. Madam, my former Suit. I do beſeech you, 


That by your virtuous means, I may again 
Exiſt, and bea Member of his Love, 
Whom I » With all the Office of my Heart 
Intirely honour. I would not be delay'd; 
If my Offence be of ſuch mortal kind , 
That not my Service paſt , nor preſent Sorrows , 
Norpurpos'd Merit in Futurity , 
Can ranſom me into his Love again; 
But to know ſo, muſt be my Benefit; 
So ſhall I cloath me in a forc· d content, 
And (but wy ſelf up in ſome other Courſe, 
1 4 "0 
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72 _OTHELLO, 
To Fortunes Alms. . 
Deſ. Alas! Thrice gentle Caſſio, 
My Advocation is not now in tune; 8 
My Lord, is not my Lord; nor ſhould Ik now him 
Were he in Favour, as in Humour alter c. 
So help me every Spirit ſanctified, 
As I have fpoken for you all my beſt  _ 
And ſtood within the blank of his Diſpleaſure, 
For my free Speech. You muſt a while be patient; 
What I can do, Iwill; and more will 1, 
Than for my ſelf I dare. Let that ſuffice you. 
Jago. Is my Lord angry? \ 
Emil. He went hence but now; 
And certainly in ſtrange unquietneſs. 
Jago. Can he be angry? I have ſeen the Canon, 
When it hath blown his Ranks into the Air, 
And like the Devil from his very Arm 
Puft his own Brother; and is he angry? 
Something of Moment then; Iwill go meet him, 
There's matter in't indeed, if he be angry. | Ext, 
Deſ. I prethee do ſo. Something ſure of State, 
Either from Venice, or ſome unhatch'd Practice, 
Made demonſtrable here in Cyprus, to him, 
Hath pudled his clear Spirit; and in ſuch Caſes, 
Mens Natures wrangle with inferior things, 
Iho great ones are their Object. I is even ſo. 
For let our Finger ake, and it endues | 
Our other healthful Members, evento a Senſe 
Of pain. Nay, we muſt think Men are not Gods, 
Nor of them look for ſuch Obſervance always, 
As fits the bridal. Beſhrew me much, Amalia, 
I was, unhandſome Warrior as lam, 
Arraigning his unkindneſs with my Soul; 
Bur now I find, I had ſuborn'd the Witneſs, 
And he's indited falſely. „ 
AÆmil. Pray Heav'n it be 
State matters, as you think, and no Conception N 
| | | ol No 


- 


xit. 


No 
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Nor jealous Toy concerning you. 


Deſ. Alas the. day, I never gave him Cauſe, 
AÆmil. But jealous Souls will not be anſwer'd fo; 
They are not ever jealous for the Cauſe, 
But jealous, for they're jealous. It is a Monſter 
Begot upon it ſelf, born on it ſelf. 


Deſ. Heav'n keep the Monſter from othelles 
„ | ” THO 


Emil. Lady, Amen. 
Deſ. IT will go ſeek him. Caſſio, 0 walk hereabourz 
If I do find him fit, I'll move your ſuir , 
And ſeek to effect it to my uttermoſt. [ Exit. 
Caſe I 7 thank your Ladyſhip. 


| Enter Bianca. 


- Bia: 'Save you, Friend Caſſio. 
| Caf. What makes you from home: 
How is it with you, my moſt fair Bianca? 
indeed, ſweet Love, Iwas coming to your Houſe. 
Bian, And I was going to your Lodging, Caſſio. 
What? keepa Wee 


Eightſcore eight Hours? And Loves abſent Hours 


More tedious than the Dial, eiglitſcore times? 


Oh weary reck'ning ! | 
Caſ. Pardon me, Bianca: 
Ihave this while with leaden thoughts been preſt; 
But I ſhall in a more continuate time 
Strike off this Score of Abſence. Sweet Biauca, 


[ Giving her Deſdemona's Handk kerchief. 
Take me this work our. 


ian. Oh Caſſio, whence came this? 2 
This is ſome Token from a newer Friend; 
To the felt abſence, now I feel a Cauſe : 
Ist come to this? Well, well. 
Caſ. Go to, Woman; | 
Throw your vild guctles in the Devil's Tecth, 


E 5 From 
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74 OT HELL O, | 
From whence you have them. You are jealous now 
Thar this is from ſome Miſtreſs, ſome remembrance; 
No, in good troth, Bianca. e TE Ne 
Bian, Why, whoſe is it? „ ls 

Caſ. I know not neither: found it in my Chamber, 
J like the work well ; cer it be demanded, | 
As like enough it will, I would have it copied: 
Take it, and do't, and leave me for this time. 
| Baan, Leave you? wherefore? . 
Ca. I do attend here on the General, 
And think it no Addition, nor my wiſh 
To have him ſee me woman d. 

Bian. Why, I pray you? 

Caſ. Not that J love you not. 
Bian. But that you do not love me; 

I pray you bring me on the way a little, 
And ſay, if I ſhall fee you ſoon at night? 

Caf. Tis but a little way that I can bring you, 
For Iattend here. But Tl fee you ſoon, 
Ban. Tis very good; I muſt be circumſtanc'd. 

1 e [ Exeunt. 


EEC TE eTE 
AC r 
SCENE I. 
SCENE A Room of State. 
Enter Othello, and Jago. 
| Jago. : 
WI you think ſo _ 
Otzb. Think ſo, Jago? 


© 


Jago. 


1 
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Jo . What, to kiſs in private? 
An unauthorized kiſs 2 
Mol Or to be naked with her Friend in bed, 
An Hour or more, not meaning any harm? 
Oth. Naked in bed Jago, and not mean harm? 
It is Hypocriſie againſt the Devil: 
They that mean virtuouſſy, and yet do ſo, 


The Devil their virtue e , and they tempt 


Heay'n. 


Jago. If they do nothing, tis a venial 8 5 
But if [give my Wife a Handkerchief.. . 
Oth. What then? 


Jago. Why then, tis hers, my Lord, and being | 


hers, 

She may, I think, beſtow't on any Man. 

orb. She is Protectreſsofher Honour too; 
May ſhe give that? 

Jago. Her Honour is an Eſſence that's not ſeen, 7 
They have it very oft that have it not. 
But for the Handkerchief. . 

Oth. By Heav'n would moſt gladly have bett itz 
Thou ſaidſt, Oh, it comes o'er my Memory, 
As doth the Raven o'er the infectious Houſe, 
Boading to all, he had my Handkerchief. 

Jago. Ay, What of that? 

Oth, That's not ſo good now. 


Jago. What if I had ſaid, Thad ſeen him do you 


wrong? 

Or heard him lay » as Knaves beſuch ea 5 
Who having by their own importunate ſuit, 
Or voluntary Dotage of ſome Miſtreſs, 
Convinced or ſupplied them cannot chuſe 
But they muſt blab. | 

Oth. Hath he ſaid any thing? ? 

Jago. He hath my Lord, but be you well aſſur d, 
No more than he'll unſwear. 

Oth. What hath he ſaid? 


Jago. 


76 OT HELL O, | 
Jago. Why, that he did. . I know not what he 
Io + © e N 
Ob. What? what? 
Jago. Lye... 
Ob. With her? e 
Jago. Wich her? on her... what you will. 
Ot. Lye with her! lye on her! we ſay, lye on 
her, when they be lye her. Lye with her! that's 
fulſom: Handkerchief .. Confeſſions . . Handker. 
chief .. to confeſs, and be hang'd for his Labour. 
Firſt, to be hang d, and then to Confeſs .. I trem- 
ble at ir, . , Nature would not inveſt her ſelf in ſuch 
ſhadowing Paſſion, without ſome inſtruction. It is 
not words that ſhake me thus ... piſh... Noles, 
Ears and Lips .. . is't poſhble! ... Confeſs! .., 
Handkerchief! .. O Devil... | Falls ma Trance, 
lago. Work on, | „ 
My Medicine works; thus credulous Fools are caught; c 
And many worthy , and chaſt Dames even thus, | 
All guitleſs meet reproach ; what hoa! my Lord! N 
My Lord, I ſay, Orhello, „ 
| A 


mm DHA 2, JJ mJ 


Enter Caſſio. 5 B. 
How now, Caſſ8? © 1 : 


Caſ. What's the matter! 


Jago. My Lord is faln into an Epilepſie, 1 
This is the ſecond Fit; he had one Yeſterday. 1 


Caſ. Rub him about the Temples. N 
Jago. The Lethargy muſt have his quiet courſe; 7 
If not, he foams at Mouth, and by andby = 


Breaks out to ſavage madneſs; look, he ſtirs; o 
Do you withdraw your ſelf a little while, ; 
He will recover ſtraight ; when he is gone, I: 


I would on great occaſion ſpeak with you.[ExitCaſſio. B 
How is it, General? Have you not hurt your Head. 
_  Otb, Doſt thou mock me? 


Jago. 
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Jago. Imock you not, by Heav'n; 

Would you would bear your Fortune like aan. 
Orth. A horned Man's a Monſter and a Bcaſt. 
Jago. There's many a Beaſt then i in a Populous 


City, 
And many a civil Monſter, 


Oth. Did he confeſs it? 
Jago. Good Sir, be a Man: 
Think every bearded Fellow that's but ll * 
May draw with you, There's Millions now ive, , 
That nightly lye in thoſe unproper beds, 
Which a 
Oh, tis the ſpight of Hell, the Fiends Arch mock, 
To lip a wanton in a ſecure Couch; | 
And to ſuppoſe her chaſt. No, let meknow 5 | 
And knowing what I am, I know what ſhe ſalt be. 
Oth. Oh, thou art wiſe; *tiscertain, 
Jago. Stand you a while apart, 
Confine your ſelf but in a patient Liſt, 


Whil'ſt you were here, oer whelmed wich your Grief 5 


(A Paſſion moſt reſulting ſuch a Man) 

Caſio came hither. I ſhifted him away, 1 
And laid good Scuſes on your Ecſtaſie, 

Bad him anon return, and here ſpeak with me, 
The which he promis d. Do but encave your ſelf, 


And mark the Fleers, the Gybes and notable Scorns, | 


Thatdwell in every Region of his Face. 

For I will make him tell the Tale anew ; 
Where, how, how oft, how long ago, and when 
He hath, and is again to cope your Wife. 


I ſay, but mark his Geſture. Marry Patience, 


Or I ſhall ſay y' are all in all Spleen, ) 
And nothing ofa Man, 

Oth. Doſt thou hear, Jago, 5 
I will be found moſt cunning in my patience; 
But, doſt thou hear, moſt bloody. 
Jago. That's not amiſs; 


ey dare {wear peculiar. Your cauſe is beer, 
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But yet keep time in all. Will you withdraw; 80 

355 Ic Othello rb draw, 50 

Now will I queſtion Cafſio of Branca, 

A Huſwife, that by ſelling her deſires, 

Buys her ſelf Bread and Cloth: Irisa Creature 

That dotes on Caſſio, as tis the Strumpet's plague 

To beguile many, and be beguil'd by one; 3 

He, when he hears of her, cannot reſtrain 
From the exceſs of Laughter. Here he comes. 


ot: = E 
Enter Caſſio. Ou 

As he ſhall ſmile, Othello ſnall go mad; . 
And his unbookiſh Jealouſie muſt conſtrue, ö 

Poor C aſſio s Smiles, Geſtures and light Behaviours Neve 
Quite in the wrong. How do you, Lieutenant? Bar 


_ Caf, Theworſer, that you gave me the Addition, I Ba 
Whoſe want even kills me. | . 
Jago. Ply Deſdemena well, and you are ſure on'ts N ge 


Now, if this Sute lay in Biancas Dower, p 
„ 1 „„ _ | Sealing lower, Mt 
How quickly ſhould you ſpeed? 0 
Caf. Alas, | poor Caitiff. a Ch: 
Otb. Look how he laughs already. OE ts 
Jago. I never knew a Woman love Man ſo, p 


_ Caf. Alas, poor Rogue 1 think indeed the loves 7 


. n 

Oth. Now he denies it faintly, and laughs it out. 
Jago. Do you hear, Caſio? 
oft. Now. he importunes him I 
To tell it oer: Goto, well ſaid, well ſaid. fum 
Jago. She gives it out, that you ſhall marry her, me ; 
Do you intendit? | Te 
""Cafc Ha, ha, ha. ; 

Oth. Do ye triumph, Roman? do you triumph? 
Caſ. ; marry! ... What? a Cuſtomer; prithee 

bear oy 5 


Some 


f. 


I'S 
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Some Charity to my Wit, do not think it 
do unwholſome. Ha, ha, ha. 

oth. So, fo; They laugh that win. | 
Jago. Why, the cry goes, that you ſhall marry 


cre 0 


Caſ. Prithee ſay true? 


Jago. I am a very Villain elſe. 

Oth. Have you ſcoar'd me? well. 

Caſ. This is the Monkey's own giving out: 
She is perſwaded I will marry her, 


Out of her own Love and Flattery , not out ofmy 


Oth. Jago beckons me: Now he begins the Story. 
Caſ. She was here even now; ſhe haunts me in 
every place. I was the other Day talking on the Sea 


Bank with certain Venetians, and thither comes the 

Bauble, and falls me thus about my Neck... 
Oth. Crying , oh dear Caſio, as it were: His 

geſture imports it. e | 


Caſ. So hangs, and lolls, and weeps upon me EY 
do ſhakes, and pulls me. Ha, ha, ha. 
Y Orb. Now he tells how ſhe pluckt him to my 


Chamber: Oh, I ſee that Noſe of yours, but nor 
that Dog I ſhall throw itto. 

Gaſ. Well, Imuſt leave her Company. 

Jago. Before me; look where ſhe comes. 


Enter Bianca: 


Caf. 'Tis ſuch another Firchew! marry, a per- 
fum'd one: What do you mean by this haunting of 


me? | 55 | TY: 

Bian, Let the Devil and his Damn haunt you; 
what did you mean by that ſame Handkerchief you 
gave me even now? I was a fine Fool to take it: I 


muſt take out the work? A likely piece of work, 


at you ſhould find it in your Chamber, and know 


aot 


* 3 
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not who left it chere. This i is be Minxe's token ; 
and I muſt take out the work ? There, giye it your 

Hobbey- Horſe : Whereſocyer you had it, V I take 

out no work on't. 
Caſ. How now, my ſweet Bianca? 

How now ? How now ? 

Otb. By Heay'n, that ſhould be my Handkerchief, 

Bian. If you'll come to Supper to night, you 
may; if you will not, come when you are next pre- 
par d for. [Exit 

Jago. After her , ; Aber hes; 

Caſ. Imuſt, ſhe'Ilrail in the Streets elſe. 

Jago. Will you Sup there? 

Caſ. Yes, I intend ſo. 
ago. Well, I may chance to ſee you; ; ber would 

yery fain ſpeak with you. 

| Caf. Prithee, come, will you?! 

Jago. Go to, ſaynomore, [Exit Caſſo, 

Otb. How ſhall I murther him, Jago? 

Jago. Did you perceive how he laugh'd at his Vice? 
Otb. Oh, Jagel. 

Jago. And did you ſee the Handkerchief : 

Oth. Was that mine? 

Jago. Yours by this Hand: And to ſee how he 
pres the fooliſh Woman your Wife... She gave it 
im, and he hath given it his Whore. | 
Oth. I would have him nine Years a killing: 

A fine Woman! A fair Woman! A ſweet Woman!.., 

Jago. Nay , you muſt forget that. 

Och. Ay, lether rot and periſh, and be damn d to 
night, for ſhe ſhall not live. No, my Heart 1 
turn'd to Stone: I ſtrike it, and it hurts my Hand 
Oh, the World hath not a ſweeter Creature... She 
might lye by an Emperor's tide, and command hin 
Tasks. 

Jago. Nay, that's not your way. 


0b. 88 her, ra but lay wharſheis. . ſo gl 
2 
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; MW cate with her Needle... Anadmirable Muſician. Oh, 
he will ſing the Savageneſs out ofa Bear: Of fo high 
© MW aplenteous Wit, and Invention. | Sa 
ago. She's the worſe for all this. 
Oth. Oh, athouſand, a thouſand times: 
nd chen of ſo gentle a Condition... g 
f. Jago. Ay, too gentle. N 
G Nay chats certa . 1 5 
But yet the pity of it, Jago... Oh, Jago, the pity 
I:: 3 
Jago. If you are ſo fond over her Iniquity: Give 
her patent to offend, for if it touch not you, it comes 
e,, „ 8 
Oth, I will chop her into Meſſes: Cuckold me 1 
Jago. Oh, tis foul in ger. N 
Oth, With mine Officer! 925 


Jago. That's fouler. I 8 
lo. Oh. Set me ſome Poiſon, Jago, this Night. I'll 
ot expoltulate with her, leſt her Body and her Beauty 

ice? Nunprovide my Mind again: This Night, Jago. 

Igo. Cay it not with Poiſon, ſtrangle her in her 

Pee; | 1 

hyen the Bed ſhe hath contaminated. 

Oth. Good, good: _ 
The Juſticeof it pleaſes; very good. 
ago. And for Caſio, let me be his undertaker ; 

Jou ſhall hear more by midnight. 


to Enter Lodovico, Deſdemona , and Attendants , 


Oth. Excellent good... what Trumpet is that ſame? 
Jago. I warrant ſomething from Venice. | 
Tis Lodovico , this comes from the Duke. 
dee, your Wife's with him. | 
i Cod. Save you, worthy General, 

x den e ee 


n Tod. 


22% OE THE LL o, 
" "Lad. The Duke , and the Senators of Venice gteet 


. vou. Si ves him a Letter, If 
_ oth. I kiſs the Infcument of their Pleaſures. Fa 
Def. And what's the News „ good Couſin Lods- 0 
vico? | | 
Jago. Iam very glad to ſee you ) Signior. 
Welcome to Cyprus. 1 
Tod. Ithankyou ; how does Licutenant Caſſio? | 
Jago. Lives , Sir. = . 
Ve. Couſin, there 8 faln berween him and wy MI 
Lord = 
An unkind Breach : But 2 mall make all well ( 
© Oth, Are you ſure of that? dir 
Deſ. My Lord? An 
Oth, This fail you not to % „ as you will 52 Ant 
Lod. He did not call; he's buſie in the 7 5 Ver 
Is there diviſion *twixt my Lord and Caſſio? Cor 
Hej. A moſt unhappy one; I would do much lan 


Tatone them, for the Love I bear to Caſſio. 
Oth. Fire and Brimſtone!?! And 
Deſ. My Lord? | 


Ob. Are you wiſe? Caſ] 
Deſ. What, is he angry? Ido 
Lod. May be tlie Letter movd him. You 
For as I think they do command him home, = (777 
Depuring Cafſio in his Government, IL 
Def. Truſtme, Iam glad on t. 3 
Otb. Indeed! call 
Deſ. My Lord! | Nhe 
Orb. Tun plad to ſee you mal. 5 
Deſ. Why, ſweet Othello? | . 


_ © Och, Devil! 
Deſ. Thave not deſery'd this 5 
Tod. My Lord, this would not be belie v d in : 
Venice, 
webe ſhould ſwear I ſaw't. Z is very Mach "I 
amends, » ibs weeps. 


wol 
I 


oh; b I 
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Orb. Oh Devil, Devil! . 

f that the Earth could teem with Woman' 8 Tears , 

Each Drop ſhe falls would prove a Crocodile: 

Out of my Sight. 

Deſ. 1 will not ſtay t ro offend you. (out. ; 

Lod, Truly obedient Lady : 

Ido beſeech your LOG call her back. 

Oth. Miſtreſs. 

Def. My Lord. 

oth. What would you with her , Sir ? 

Lod. Whol, my Lord? | | 

Oth. Ay! You did wiſh that I would make her turn: 
dir, ſhe can turn and turn, and yet go on, 

And turn again, And ſhe can weep, Sir, weep. 

And ſhe's Obedient : As you ſay Obedient, 

Very Obedient, . . proceed you in your Tears. . . 
Concerning this, Sir... ch well painted Paſſion !. .. 
am commanded Home. . get you away! 
Ill ſend for you anon... Sir, Iobey the Mandate. 
and will return to Venice. 5 Hence „avant l. 

[ Exit Def. 
Ycaſſio ſhall have my place. And, Sir, to night 
Ido entreat, that we may Sup together. 
Lou are welcome, Sir, to Cyprus. 


Coats and Monkres! [ Ex vic. 
Lod. Is this the Noble Moor R whom our full Se- 
nate | 


Call all in all ſ afficient ? Is this the Nature 

Whom Paſſion could not ſhake 2 Whoſe ſolid Virtue | 

The Shot of Accident, nor Dart of Chance 

Could neither graze, nor pierce? 

Jago. He is much chang'd. | 
Led. Are his Wirs ſafe ? Is he not of light Drain 

d iq Jago. He's that he is I may not breath my Cenſure. 
bat he might be, if what he might, he is not, 


* r to Heav'n he were. | ; 
„ %. What, Qirike his Wife 4 1 5 
on # ip 'B 2 Jago. 
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Jago. Faith chat was not ſo well; 3 yet would ! 
knew 


That ſtroke would prove the worſt. = 


Lod. Is it his uſe? 
Or did the Letters work upon his Blood, 


And new create his Fault? 


Jago. Alas, alas! 


Ist not honeſty in me to peak 


What I have ſeen and known. You ſhall obſerve him, 
And his own Courſes will denote himſo, 
That I way ſare my Speech; do but go after, 


And mark how he continues. 


Lod. 1 am ye that I am deceiy'di in him, 
[ Ex eant a 


SCENE II 
fo Apartment. 
Emer Othello, and Emilia 


: Othello. 
you! have ſeen nothing then? 
| AÆmil. Nor ever heard, nor ever did ſuſpe&, 
Otb. Yes, you have ſeen Caſſio and ſhe together. 
Emil, But then I ſaw no harm; and then I heard 
Each Syllable thatbreath made up between them. 
Oth. What? Did they never whiſper 2 
mil. Never, my Lord. 
Otb. Nor ſend you out o'th' way? 
Emil. Never. | 
Oth. To fetch her Fan, her Glores, her Mack: 
| nor nothing? 
mil. Never, my Lord, 
Orth. That's ſtrange! 8 
Eni 


a r 


The 


int. 


her, 
heard 
m. 


Mas 
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Amil. I durſt, my Lord, to wager ſhe is honeſt, 
Lay down my Soul at Stake; if you think other, 
Remove your thought, it doth abuſe your Boſom. | 
If any wretch hath pur this in your Head, 
Let Heav'n requite it with the Serpent's Curſe, 
For if ſhe be not honeſt , chaſt and true 


There's no Man happy the pureſt of their Wives ) 
Is foul as Slander. _ 


Oth. Bid her come hs „go. [ Exit, Emilia, 
She ſays enough; yet ſhe's a ſimple Bawd 
That cannot ſay as much. This is a ſubtle whore _ 
A Cloſſet- lock and Key of villanous Secrets; 


And yet ſhe Il kneel, and pray; Iha ve ſeen her do't, 


Enter Deſdemona and Emilia. 


Def. My Lord, whatis your Will? 
Orch, Pray you, Chuck, come hither, 
Def. What is your Pleaſure? _ 1 
Oth. Let me ſee your Eyes; look in my Face. . 
Deſ. What horrible Fancy's this? 
Oth. Some of your Function, Miſtreſs, 
Leave Procreants alone, and ſhut the Door, 
Cough, or cry hem, if any body come, 
Your Myſtery , your Myſtery; 3 nay diſpatch. | 
Exit Emilia, 


Def. Upon my Knee , what doth your en im- 


port? 
Lunderſtand a Fury in your Words, PL. 
Oth, Why ? What art thou? Ds 


Wiſe. 


Oth. Come | fear Un; damn thy ſelf, * being like 
one 


Of Heav'n, the Devils themſelyes ſhould fear to 
ſeizethee, 


18 be double damn'd; hy car thou art honeſt, 
On N Def. 


253 


Def. Your Wife, my Lord; your true and loyal 


„ OT HELLO. 
Dieſ. Heav'n doth truly know it. 
Otb. Heav'n truly knows, 
That thou art falſe as Hell. 
Dieſ. To whom, my Lord? 
Witch whom? How am I falle? 5 
Oth, Ah, Deſdemon, away, away » away.. 
De. Alas the heavy day! Why do you weep? | 
Aml the Motive of theſe Tears, my Lord? 
If happily you my Father do ſuſpect, | 
An Inſtrument of this your calling back, ; 
Lay not your Blame on me; if you have loſt him, 
Why I have loſt him too. 
Deb. Had itpleas'd Heav'n, 
o try me with Affliction, had herain'd - 
All kind of Sores, andſhames on my bare Head 
Steep'd me in Poverty to the very Lips, 
Given to Captivity me and my utmoſt hopes; 
I ſhould have found in ſome place of my Soul 
A drop of Patience. But alas, to make me 
A fixed Figute for the hand of Scorn 
Io point his low and moving Fingerat.. . 
Yer could I bear that too, well, very well: 
But there where I have garner'd up my Heart 
Where either I muſt live, or bear no Life, 
The Fountain from the which my Current runs, 
Or elſe dries up, to be diſcarded thence, . . 
Or keep it as a Ciſtern, for foul Toads 
To knot and gender in. Turn thy Complexion there, 
Patience, thou young and roſe-lipp'd Cherubin, 
There look Grim as Hell. 
Deſ. IL hope my noble Lord eſteems me Honeſt ? 
Otb. Oay, as Summer - Flies are in the Shambless 
That quicken even with blowing. Oh thou Weed! 
Who art ſo lovely, fair, and ſmell'ſt ſo ſweet, 
That the Senſe asks at thee; _ 
Would thou'dſt ne ver been born! 
Deſ. Alas, what ignorant Sin have L committed! 2 
| 1 | Oh. 
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Orb. Was this fair Paper, this moſt goodly Book, 
Made to write Whore upon? What committed, 
Committed ? Oh, thou publick Commoner , 

I ſhould make very Forges of my Cheeks, 

That would to Cynders burn up Modeſty , 
Did but I ſpeak thy Deeds. What, committed? 
Heav'n ſtops the Noſe at it, and the Moon winks ; 
The bawdy Wind, that kiſſes all it meets, | 
Is huſh'd within the hollow Mine of Earth 

And will not hear't. What, committed? 

Deſ. By Heav'n, you do me wrong. 

Oth. Are not you a Strumpet? 

Deſ. No, as [ama Chriſtian. 

If to preſerve this Veſſel for my Lord, 
From any other foul unlawful rouch , 
Be, not to be a Strumpet, lam none. 

Oth. What, not a Whore? 

Deſ. No, as I ſhall be ſay'd. 

Och. Is't poſſible? . 

Deſ. Oh Heav'n forgive us. 

Oth, Icry you Mercy, then. ; 

I took you for that cunning Whore of Venice, 
That married with Ozhella, You, Miſtreſs , 


Euter Emilia. 


That have the Office oppoſite to Saint Peter 
And keep the Gate of Hell, You, you ! Ayyou! 
We have done our courſe, there's Mony for your 
Pains ; 1 A 
Ipray you, turn the Key, and keep our Counſel. 
. ee 
Amil. Alas, what does this Gentleman conceive? 
How do you, Madam? How do you, my good 
© Lady? 5 | F 
Deſ. Faith, half aſleep. foe oe 
mil. * Madam, what's the matter with my 
Lord 5 | 


. 


1 „ernie. 


Deſ. With whom: a pot fe 
Emil. Why, with my Lord, A 
Deſ. Who is thy Lord? 
mil. He that is yours, ſweet Lady. 
Deſ. L have none. do not talk to me, Æmilia, 
I cannot weep; nor anſwers have I none, 
But what ſhould go by Water. Prethee to night, 
Lay on my Bed my wedding Sheets, remember, 
And call thy Husband hither. 
Emil. Here's a change indeed, _ Exit. 
Def. Tis meet! ſhouldbe us d ſo, Very meet 
How have I been behav'd » that he might ſtick 
; The malen Opinion on my leaſt miſule? 


Enter Jago » and Emilia. 


Jago. Whar is your Pleaſure , Madam? 
How ist with you? 
Deſ. Icannot tell; thoſe chat do reach your Babes, 
Do it with gentle Means, and eaſie Tasks; 
He might have chid me ſo ; For in good Faith, 
lama Child to chiding. 
Jago. What's the Matter, Lady 2 
mil. Lo „ Jago, my Lord "hath ſo bewbord 


W ſi ach deſpight , and heavy Terms upon her, 


That true. Hearts cannot bear it. 
Deſ. Am! that Name, Jago? 
Jago. What Name, fair Lady? _ 
Def Such as ſhe ſaid my Lord did ſay I was. 
Amil. He call'd her Whore ; a Beggar, in his 
- drink, 
Could not have laid ſuch Terms upon his Callet. | 
lago. Why did he ſo? 
Def. I do not know; I am ſure I am none ſuch. 
Jago. Do not weep, do not weep; alas the Day! 
Ku. Hath ſhe forſook ſo many noble Ma q 2 
. Her 


mt 
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Her Father? And her Country ? And her Friends? 
Jobe call'd Whore 2 Would it not make one weep ? 
* Def. It is my wretched Fortune, ; . 
Jago. Beſhrew him for't; how comes this trick 
upon him? Ii | 
Deſ. Nay » Heav'n doth know. 5 | 
Emil. Iwill behang'd if ſome eternal Villain, 
Some buſie and inſinuating Rogue, ON: 
Some cogging, cozcning Slave, to get ſome Office, 
it: ¶ Has not devis'd this ſlander ; Iwill be hang'd elſe. 
| Jago. Fie , there is no ſuch Man; it is impoſſible. 
Deſ. If any ſuch there be, Heav'n pardon him, 
Amil. A Halter pardon him, and Hell gnaw his 
Hhones. = 


Why ſhould he call her Whore 2 Who keeps her Com- 
pay? 8 3% bo. 
What Place? what Time? what Form? what Likely- 
. 1 e 
bes, The Moor's abus d by ſome moſt villanous Knave , 
dome baſe notorious Knave , ſome ſcurvy Fellow. 
Oh Heav'ns, that ſich Companions thoud'ſt unfold, 
And put inevery honeſt Kand a Whip, f 
Io laſh the Raſcal naked through the World, | 
191d I Even from: the Eaſt to th Weſt, 
5 Jago. Speak within Door. 5 
er; Amil. Oh fic upon them ! Some ſuch Squire he 
1 RP; CO I — | 
That turn'd your Wit, the ſeamy fide without, 
And made you to ſuſpect me with the Moor. 
Jago. Jou are a Fool; go to. 
n his Del. Alas, Jagos . N | 
What ſhall I do to win my Lordagain? 
3 Good Friend, go to him; for by this light of Heav'n, 
II know not how I loſt him, Here [ kneel ; ¶ Xceling. 
.I Hfeermy will did treſpaſs gainſt his Love, 
Day! Either in Diſcourſe of thought, or actual deed, 
es? I Or that mine Eyes, mine Ears, or any Senſee 
| JFC 


90 HELLO, 
Delighted them on any other Form; 
Or that Ido not yet, and ever did, 
And ever will, though he do ſhake me off 
To beggarly Divorcement, love him dearly, 
Comfort forſwear me. Unkindneſs may do much, 
And his Unkindneſs may defeat my Life, Fs 
But never taint my Love. I cannot ſay Whore, 
It do's abhor me now ſpeak the Word, | 

To do the Act, that might the Addition earn, 

Not the World's Maſs of Vanity could make me. 
Jago l pray you be content; tis but his Humour; 
The Buſineſs ofthe State do's him offence. 
Def. If twere no other. 2 

Jago. It is but ſo, Iwarrant. 8 

Hark how theſe Inſtruments ſummon to ſupper; 
3 355% th [ Trumpets, 
The Meſſenger of Venice ſtays the Meat; 
Goin, and weep not; all things ſhall be well. 

5 ( Exeunt Deſdemona aud Æmilia. 


Enter Rodorigo. 


How now, Rodorigo? 

Rod. I do not find 
That thou deal'ſt juſtly with me. 
Jago. What in the contrary ? . 
Nod. Every day thou doft'ſt me with ſome device, 
Jago, and rather as it ſeems to me now, keep'ſt 
from me all conveniency, than ſupplieſt me with the 


leaſt Advantage of hope; I will indeed no longer en · 


dure it. Nor am I yet perſwaded to put up in Peace, 
what already I have fooliſhly ſuffer d. 
Jago. Will you hear me, Rodorigo ? 


Rod. I have heard too much; and your words and þ; 


performances are no kin together. 
Jago. You charge me moſt unjuſtly. 


— 


ſelf 


Rod. With naught but Truth ; I have waſted my 


our; 


pets, 


ulia, 
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ſelf out of my means. The Jewels you have had 
from me to deliver Deſdemona , would half hape 
corrupted a Votariſt , you have told me ſhe hath re- 


ceiv'd them, and return'd me expectations and com- 

forts of ſudden reſpect, and acquaintance, but I find 

—_ EE 8 FED 
Jago. Well, go to; very well. e 
Rod. Very well, go to; I cannot go to, Man, 


nor*tis not very well; nay, I think it is Scurvy; and 


begin to find my ſelf fob d init. 
Jago. Very well. 0 | : 
Rod. I tell you, 'tis not very well; I will make 


my ſelfknown to Deſ{emona. If the will return me 
my Jewels, Iwill give over my Suit, and repent my 


unlawful Solicitation, If not, aſſure your ſelf, I 
will ſeck Satisfaction of you. - 85 
Jago. You have ſaid now. 


intendment of doing. 


andeven from this inſtant do I build on thee a better 


ception; but yer I protelt I have dealt moſt directly 
in thy Affair. . „5 
Kod. It hath not appear d. 5 
Fago. I grant indeed it hath not appear'd; and 


Jour Suſpicion is not without Wit and Judgment. But, 


Rodorigo, if thou haſt that in thee indeed, which 1 


* have greater raiſon to believe now than ever (Imean. 


Purpoſe, Courage, and Valour ) this Night ſhew 


it. If thou the next Night following enjoy not Deſ- 
demona , take me from this World with Treachery , 


and deviſe Engines for my Life. | 


| Rod, Well; what is it ? Is it within reaſon and 


compaſs ? | £7 | N 
Jago. Sir, there is eſpecial Commiſſion come 


from 


Rod. Ay, and faid nothing but what I proteſt | 
Jago. Why, now, I ſee there's Mettle in thee; 


Opinion than ever before; give me thy Hand, Ro- 
dorigo. Thou haſt taken againſt me a moſt juſt Ex- 


4 
W 0 . — 


7 
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from Venice to depute Caſſio in Oibello's place. 
Rod. Is that true? Why then Othello and Deſde: 

mona return again to Venice. e 


Jago. Oh no; he goes into Mauritania, and} 


taketh away with him the fair Deſdemona, unleſs his 

abode be lingred here by ſome accident. Wherein 

none can be fo determinate , as the removing of 

Caſſio. . 80 . 
Rod. How do you mean removing him? 
Jago. Why, by making him uncapable of Othello's 

place; knocking out his Brains. DE ets 
Rod. And that you would have me to do. 


Jago. Ay, if you dare do your ſelf a profit, and a 
right. He ſups to night with a Harlotry; and thither 
vill Igo to him. He knows not yet of his honoura. 

ble Fortune, if you will watch his going thence 

(which Iwill faſhion to fall out between twelve and 

one) you may take him at your Pleaſure. I will be 

near to iecond your Attempt, and he ſhall fall be- 
tween us. Come, ſtand not amaz'd at it, but go 
along with me; I will ſhew you ſuch a neceſſity in 
his Death, that you ſhall think your ſelf bound to 
put it on him. It is now high ſupper time; and the 

Night grows to waſte. About it. . 

Nod. I will hear further reaſon for this, 

Jago. And you ſhall be ſatisfied. | Exeunt, 


Enter Othello, Lodovico, Deſdemona, Æmilia, 
he | and Attendants, 


Lad. I do beſeech you, Sir, trouble your ſelf no 
further. | CE | 
Orth. Oh pardon; "twill do me good to walk. 
Lod. Madam, goodnight; Ihumbly thank your 
. 
Def. Your Honour is moſt welcome. 
Oth. Will you walk, Sir : Oh Deſdemona ! 


Def. 


ind a 
ither 
oura. 
1Cnce 
e and 
ill be 
11 be- 


ut col 25 Po : 
| Deſ. All's one; good Father! How fooliſhare our 


ty in 
nd to 
d the 


xeunt, 


alia 1 
elf no 


your 


De 


be done. 
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Def. My Lord? 8 


Oth. Get you to bed on th'inſtant, I vill be retur- 


n'd forthwith ; diſmiſs your Attendant there; look t 
| Fa La + #00 


Deſ. I will, my Lord. 


Ami. How goes it now? He looks gentler than 


he did. e 5 

Deſ. He ſays he will return incontinent , 
And hath commanded me to gobed, 
And bid me to diſmiſs you. 

mil. Diſmiſs me 0 9 

Def. It was his bidding; therefore good Amilia, 
Give me my nightly wearing, and adieu. | 
We muſt not now diſpleaſe him. 

Amil. I would you had never ſeen him. 


Deſ. So would not I; my love doth ſo approve him, 
That even his Stubborneſs, his Checks, his Frowns, 


( Prethee unpin me) have grace and favour in them. 
mil. | have laid thoſe Sheets you bad me on the 
wes. „ 


8 5 
If l do die before thee, prethee ſhroud me 
In one of theſe ſame Sheets, 1 
Amil. Come, come; you talk. | 
Deſ. My Mother had a Maid call'd Barbara, 
She was in love; and he ſhe lov'd prov'd mad, 
And did forſake her. She had a Song of Willow, 
An old thing'twas, but it eaten ber Fortune, 
And ſhe dy d ſinging it. That Song to Night, 
Will not go from my mind; Ihave much to do, 
But to go hang my Head all at one ſide 
And ſing it like poor Barbara; prethee diſpatch. 
mil. Shall I go fetch your Night- gown? 
Deſ. No, unpin me herm 
This Lodovico is a proper Man. 
mil, A very handſom Man. 


| 
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Dieſ. He ſpeaks well. 


Emil. I know a Lady in Venice would have walk d 
barefoot to Pale tine for a rouch of his nether Lip. 


Deſ. The poor Soul ſat Singing , by a Sycamore Tree, 


[ Smging, 
Sing all a green Willow: . 

Her Hand on her Boſom , her Head on ber Knee R 

Sing Willow, Willsw , Willow. | 


 Thefresb ſtreams ran b ber, and murmur'd her moans, 


Sing Willow a CS. 

Her fats Tears fell from her, ant ſo aimed the Stoner 

Sing Willow, & c. 

Willow, Willow. ( Prithee high thee , he'll come 
anon Lay by theſe 

Seng all agreenWillow muſt be my Garlant. 

Let no body ewe him, bus ſcorn Tapprove. 


Nay that's not next. . Hark who ist that knocks? | 
. Emil. It's the Wind. 
Deſ. Tcall'd my Love falſe Love z but What fa ud be 
then ? 
Sing Willow, (c. 12 8 
If Tcourt more Nomen Jo "Ul couch with more e Men. 


So get thee gone, good night; mine Eyes do itch, 
Doth that boad weeping ? | 
Amil. Tis neither here nor there. 
| Def. lhave heard it ſaid ſo; O theſe men, theſe 
men! 
Doſt thou in Conſcience think, tell me. Æmilia. 
That there be Women do abuſe their Husbands. 
In ſuch groſſe kind? 
Emil. There be ſome ſuch, no Queſtion. 


Deſ. Would'ſt thou do ſuch a deed for all the 


world? 


nn Why, would not you? 


Dieſ. 


Thad d 
a joint 
Gown 
bition. 
would 
a Mon 

Def. 
For th. 


a wrot 
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If Wir; 
And p 
Or ell 
Thro) 
Or ſca 
Why 
Yet h: 
Their 
And |} 
As Ht 
Wher 


Ithin 


* —[ͤ—̃ 8 * ones 


THE MOOR OF VENICE. 95 
Def. No, by this Heav'nly Light. : | 
Ami. Nor | neither , by this Heav'nly Light, 

Imight do'tas well 'th'dark. 

Deſ. Would'ſt thou do ſuch a deed for all the 
F i | 
Emil. The World's a huge thing; 

It is a great price, for a ſmall Vice. 

Deſ. In troth I think thou would'ſt not. ; 

Ami. Introth Ithink I ſhould, and undo't when 

Thad done. Marry, I would not do ſuch a thing for 

a joint Ring, nor for Meaſures of Lawn, nor for 

Y Gowns, Petticoats, nor Caps, nor any petty Exhi- 

bition. Burt for all the whole Word; why, who 

S would not make her Husband a Cuckold, to make him 

a Monarch? I ſhould venture Purgatory for't. 

Deſ. Beſhrew me , if Iwoulddo ſuch a wrong 
For the whole World. i 

Emil. Why, the wrong is but a wrong i'th' 
World; and having the World for your Labour, tis 
a wrong in your own World, and you might quickly 
make it right. NS „„ 

Def. I do not think there is any ſuch Woman. 
AAmil. Yes, a dozen; and as many to th' van- 
tage, as would ſtore the World they plaid for. 
But I do think it is their Husbands fault 
If wives do fall: Say, that they ſlack their Duties; 
And pour our Treaſures into foreign Laps, 

Or elſe break out in peeviſh Jealouſies, 

Throwing reſtraint upon us; or ſay they ſtrike us, 

Or ſcant our former having in deſpight; k 

Why we have Galls; and though we have ſome Grace, 

Jet have we ſome Revenge. Let Husbands know , 

Their Wives have Senſe like them; they ſee and ſmell. 

And have their Palats both for ſweet and ſower , 

As Husbands have. What is it that they do. 

When they change us for others ? Is it ſport? 

Ithink it is; an{doth Aﬀcttion breed it? 


"*, I_- . — . — — 


I think it doth : Jet « frailey that thus errs? 
It is ſo too. And have not we Affections? 
Deſires for ſport? And frailty as Men have? 
Ihen let them uſe us well; elſe let them know, 
The ills we do, their ills inſtruct us too. 

De. Good night, good night; Heav'n me ſuch 

uſes ſend, 

Not to pick nora frombad; bur by bad, mend. 


1 
bah eee 4 GEE TM CER dss ad 
A C 1 V. 

5 8 C E N E I. 
SCENE The Sweet, | 
Enter Jago and Rodatigo, 


Jabs. 
I : and behind rhis Bulk, Straight will he 
ebe: 
wear thy good Rapier bare, and put it home; 
Quick, quick, fear nothing; I'll be at thy Elbow, 
It makes us, or it mars us, think on that, 
And fix moſt firm thy Reſolution, 
Nod. Be near at Hand, Imay miſcarry im t. 3 
Jago. Here, at thy hand; 3 behold, and take thy 
ſtand. 
Rod. have no great Devotion to the Deed 5 
And yet he hath given me ſatisfying Reaſons; 
'Tis but a Man gong, Forth my Sword; he dies. 


7 Jago. 


and he 
Or Ca 
Every 
He cal 
Of Go 
As Gil 
It mul 
He ha 
That. 
May u 
No, 
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Je * rub'd this young Quat almoſt to the. 
chile; 
and he grows angry. Now, whether he kill Calf 25 
Or Caſſio him, or each do kill the other, 
Every way makes my Gain. Lives d ; 
He calls me to a reſtitution large 
Of Gold, and Jewels, that! bob' dfrom him ; 
As Gifts to Deſdemona. 
t muſt not be. If Caſſio do remain . 
He bath a daily Beauty in his Life, 
That makes me ugly: and beſides the Moor 
May unfold me to him; there ſtand I in much Peril. 
No, he mult die. But ſo, Ihear him coming. 


[ Exvr. Jago- | 
Enter Caſo. 


Rod, Thi his Gare tis he: Villain thou dyelt. 
¶ Ae runsat Caſſio, and wounds him. 

caſ That thruſt had been minc Enemy indeed, 
But that my Coat is better than thou know t: 
[ will make proof of thine. 

Rnd. Oh, I am flain. [ Fight , and both fall 

Caf. lam maim d forever; 
Help hoa! Murther , murther ! 


Enter Othello . above at a Wind o. 


Oth. The Voice of Caſis, Jags keeps b bis word. 
Rod. O Villain chat Lam! Rs 
Oth. Itisevenſo.. \ 
Caſ. Oh help ho! Light! ASurgeon !... 
Oth. Tis hel O brave 7apgo, honeſt and juſt, 
That haſt ſuch noble ſenſe of thy Friend's Wrong, 
Thou teacheſt me. Minion , your Dear liesdead , 


or your unbleſt Farc highs 8 I come: 175 


93 801 HBL L O, 

For off my Heart , thoſe Charms thine Eyes , are 
blotted. 

Thy Bed uſt - ſtain'd , ſhall with Luſt's blood be 
ſpotted. [E vit. Othello, 


Enter Lodovico, „ and Gratiano. 


Caſ. What ho! No Watch ? No Paſlage ? Murther, 
Murther! _' 


Gra. Tis ſome Miſchance, the Voice i is 25 dire- 


ful. 
Caſ. Oh help! 
Led, Hark! | 
Rod. Oh wretched Villain! 
Lod. Two or three groan. Tis heavy Night; 
Theſe may be Counterfeits: Let's think t unſafe 
Jo come into the Cry, without more help. 


Rod. Nobody come: Then ſhall I bleed to death 


Euter Jago, in bis Shirt, 
Led, Hark. 


Gra, Here's one comes 1n his Shirt , with Light, 


and Weapons. 
Jago. Who's there? 

Whoſe Noiſe is this that cries out Murther ? 
Lad. We do not know, 

Jago. Do not you hear a Cry? 
Caſ. Here, here: For Heav'n ſake help me. 
Jugo. What's the matter? | 
Gra. This is Othello's Ancient, . | 
Lad. The ſame indeed, a very valiant Fellow. 
Jago. What are you here, that cry ſogrievoully ? 


' E af. Jago? Oh I am ſpoil'd; e 1 1 


Give me ſome Help. 
Jago. O me, Lieutenant! 
What Villains have done this? 


Caf, 


<T 
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| Cal I think that one of them is hereabour , 
And cannot make awa 
Jago. Oh treacherous Villains! 
What are you there? Come in, and give (ome help, 
Rod. O help me there. - 
Caſ. That's one of them. 0 
Jago. Oh murd'rous Slave! O We, | 
©... FJago fas bim. 
Rod. O damn'd Jago! O inhuman Bog! 
Jago. Kill Men i'th ark? Where be theſe bloody 
Thieves ? 
How filent is this Town? Ho. Marther ! Murther !. 
What may you be? Are you of Good or Evil? 
Lod. As you ſhall prove us, Prune! us. 
Jago. Signior Lodovico? 
Lod. He, Sir. 
* cry you mercy! here's Caſſi o hurt by Vil- 
| ans, 
Gra. Caſſio? 
Jago. How is't, Brother? 
Caf. My Leg is cut in two. 
Jago. Marry Heav'n forbid: _ 
Light 155 , II bind it with my Shirt 


Enter Bianca. 


Bin What is the Matter hoa? Whoi ist that af 
Jago. Who is't that cry d? 
BZBian. Oh my dear Caſſio, 
My ſweet Caſſio: Oh Caſſio, Caſſio, Caſſio. 10. 

Jago. O notable Strumpet. Caſſio, may you ulpe& 
Who they ſhould be, that have thus mangled you? 
Cap. No. 5 

Gra. I am ſorry to find you thus: : 
I have been to ſeek you. 

Jago. Lend mea Garter. So., Oh fora Chair | 
To bear himeaſily hence, | | 

"FS Bian. 


3 
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Bian, Alas he faints. Oh Caſſin, Caſſio, Caſſin, 
Jago. Gentlemen all, I do ſuſpect this Traſh 
To be a Party in this Injury. 
Patience a while, good Caſſio, come, come; 
Lend me a Light: Know we this Face, or no? 
Alas, my Friend, and my dear Country- man 
Rodorigo! No: Jes ſure: Yea, tis Rodorigo. 
Gra. What, of Venice? 5 
Jago. Even he, Sir: did you know him? 
Cra. Know him? Ah! 3 
Jago. Signior Gratians? I cry your gentle Pardon: 
Theſe bloody Accidents mutt excuſe my Manners, 
That ſo neglected you. 
Gra. I am glad to ſee you. 


; hg 


Jago. How do you, Caſſio? Oh a Chair, a Chair, 


Gra. Rodorigo ? EX 3 
Jago. He, he, tis he: Oh that's well ſaid, the 
„„ Oe gs : „ To 
Some good Man bear him carefully from hence, 
I'Il fetch the General's Surgeon. For you, Miſtreſs, 
Save you your Labour. He that lyes ſlain here, Caſſio, 
Was my dear Friend. What Malice was between you? 
Caſ. None in the World; nor do Il know the Man. 
Jago. What look you pale? Oh bear him out oth 
Air. | „ | 
Stay you good Gentlemen, Look you pale, Miſtreſs? 
Do you perceive the Gaſtneſs of her Eye ? | To Bianca. 
Nay, if you ſtare, we ſhall hear more anon. 
Behold her well, I pray you look upon her, 


Do you ſee ,. Gentlemen? .Nay , Guiltineſs will 


peak, 


Though Tongues were out of uſe, 


Enter Amilia. 


Ami, Alas, what is the Matter? 
What is the Matter, Husband 2 


— 


It i 
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Jago. Caſſio hath here been ſer on in the Dark 

By Rodorigo, and Fellows that are 'ſcap'd: 

He's almoſt ſlain, and Rodorigo quite dead. 

mil. for ö good Gentleman! Alas E good 

Caſſio 

Jago. That is the fruits of whoring. brithee Iinitia, 

| Go know of Caſſio where he ſupt to night. | 

What, do you ſhake at that ? 5 

Bran. He ſupt at my Houſe but I therefore ſhake 

not: 

Jago. O did he ſo? I charge you go with me. 

mil. Oh fie upon thee, Strumper, 

Bian. I am no Strumpet , put of Life as honeſt, 

As you that thus abuſe me. 

Amil. As I? Fie upon thee. | 

Jago. Pr Gentlemen : Let's go ſee poor Caſſio 
reſt 

come Miſtreſs you muſt rell's another Tale. 

Amilia, run you to the Cittadel, 

And tell my Lord and Lady , what hath hap'd : 

Will you go on afore? This is the Night 

That either makes me , or foredocs me quite. 

[ Exeunt. 


SCENE IL 
A Bed-chamber : Deſdemona is 
diſcover' d aſleep in her Bed. 
Emer Othello. 


E Jr: is the Cauſe, itis the Cauſe, , my Soul, 

I et me not name it to you, you chaſte Stars, , 

It is the Cauſe. Yet rl nor ſhed her Blood 2 

G 3 Nor 


Nor ſcar that whiter Skin of hers than Snow), 
And ſmooth as Monumental Alabaſter : _ 
Vet ſhe muſt die, elſe ſhe'll betray more Men: 
Put out the Light, and then put out the Light, 
If I quench thee, thou flaming Miniſter, 
Ican again thy former Light reſtore, 
Should I repentme. But once put out thy Light 7 
Thou cunning'ſt Pattern of excelling Nature, 

I know not where is that Promerhean Heat 

That can thy Light re- lume. 


When have pluck'd thy Roſe, 


I cannot give it vital Growth again, 
Itneeds mult wither. III ſmell thee on the Tree; 


[ Kiſſing her. 


Obalmy Breath, chat doſt almoſt perſwade 


Juſtice to break her Sword. One more, one more; 


Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee, 
And love thee after. One more, and that's the laſt, 
So ſweet, was ne'er ſo fatal. I muſt weep , 
But they are cruel Tears: This Sorrow's heay'nly 
It ſtrikes, where it doth love. She wakes. 
Def. Who's there, Othello? 
Oth, Ay , Deſdemona. 
Def. Will you come to Bed, my Lord? 
Oth. Have youpray'd to Night, , Deſdemona 5 
Deſ. Ay, my Lord. 
Otb. If you bethink your ſelf ofany Crime 
Unreconcil'd as yet to Heay'n , and Grace , 
Solicit for it ſtraight. 
Def. Alack, my Lord, 
What may you mean by „ 
Orth. Well, do it, and be brief; I will walk by 
1 would not kill thy unprepared Spirit , 
No, Heav'ns fore: fend, I would not Fl thy Soul. 
Def. Talkyouof killing : ? 
_ Oth. Ay, L 00. 
Deſ. Then Heay' n have Mercy on me. 


_ 0th. 


OuSEsE A 


Oth, Amen, with all my Heart. 

_ Def. If you ſay ſo, Lhope you will not kill me? 

Oh. Hum. 

Deſ. And yet I fear you: For vou) re fatal chen, , 
When your Eyes rowl ſo. 

Why I ſhould fear Iknow not, 
Since Guiltineſs I know not: But yet l fel I fear. 

Otb. Think on thy Sins. 

Deſ. They are Loves I bear to you. 

Oth. Ay, and for that thou dy'ſt. 

Deſ. That Death's unnatural, that kills for = 
„ 

Alas, why gnaw you ſo your Nether-lip ? 
Some bloody Paſſion ſhakes your very Frame; 
Theſe are Portents: But yet I hope, 1 e p 
They do nor point on me. 

Oth. Peace, and be Rill. 1 

Def. Iwill ſo : What's the matter? 

Oth. That Handkerchief 
Which I ſo lov'd, and gave thee, thou gav'ſt Caſſh, 
Dieſ. No by my Lie and Soul: Send for the Man, 
And ask him. 

Oth, Sweet Soul, rake heed, ak heed of fPerjury 
Thou art on thy Death. bed. 

Deſ. Ay, but not yet to die. 

Oth, Preſently. 
Therefore confeſs thee freely ofthy Sin: 

For to deny each Article with Oath , 
Cannot remove , nor choak the ſtrong Conception 
That aps 4 roan withal. Thou art to die. | 

Def. Oh Heav'n have Mercy on me. 

Oth. Iſay, Amen. 

Deſ. And have you Mercy too; I never did 
Offend you in my Life; never lov'd Caſſio , 

Bur wich ſuch general warranty of Heav'n , - 
As I might lo ve. I never gave him Token. 


Oth. By! Heay'n I ſaw my Handkerchiefin's Hand. 
G4 Q.. 
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0 ed Woman ! Thou doſt ſtone my Heart, 
And makeſt me call, what I intend to do, 
A Murther, which! thougbt a Sacrifice. 
Iſaw the Handkerchief. 
Deſ. He found it then; 
Inever gave it him; ſend for him bither, „ 
Let him confeſs a Truth. 
Oth. He bath confeſt. 
Deſ. What, my Lord? 
Otb. That he hath us'd thee, 
Deſ. How ? We ? 
Oth. Ay. 
Deſ. He will not ſay ſo. 
Oth. No, his Mouth is ſtopp'd ; 
Honeſt Jags hath ta'en Order fort. 


HDeſ. Oh, my fear interprets. What is he dead ? 


Oth, Had all his Hairs ven Lives: ) 35 ow A 
„ | 

Had Stomach for them all. 

.. Def. Alas, he isbetray d, and L undone. 


Otb. Out Strumpet ! rep thou for bim to my 


ee, M2 

Deſ. Obaniſhme, my Lotd, but kill me not. 
Oth. Down, Strumpet. | 
Def. Kill me tomorrow „ let me live to night. 
Otb. Nay, if you ſtrive. 
Deſ. But half an Hour... 
Oth. Being done, there is noPauſe. 
Deſ. But while I ſay one Prayer... 


Otb. It is too late. 5 : | Smothers her. | 


AEmilia at the Door. 


" Mail, „ My Lord, my Lord ! What hoa! 
My Lord, my Lord! 


oh, Whar Noiſe is this? Not dead? Not yet quite 


| dead? 


| 
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I chat am cruel, am yet merciful , 


I would not have thee linger inthy Pain. 


803 ſo. 


mil. within, what hoa! my Lord, my Lord! 
Otb. Who's there? 


. mil. Oh, my good Lord, I would ſpeaka word 
with ou. 


Oth. Yes, tis Ami bins 58 . by and by. . ſhe 5 dead, X 


- 'Tis like ſhe comes to ſpeak of Caſſio's Death; 


The noiſe was high. Hah, no more moving ? 


Still as the Grave. Shall ſhe come in? were't good? 


I think ſhe ſtirs again. No., what's beſt to do? 


If ſhe come in, ſhe'll ſure ſpeak to my Wife? 


My Wife ! my Wife ! what Wife ? Ihave no Wife. 
Oh inſupportable ! Oh heavy Hour! 
Methinks it ſhould be now a huge Eclipſe 


Oft Sun and Moon, and that the affrighted Globe 


Did yawn at Alteration. . . 
. ./Emil. I do beſeech you 
That! may ſpeak with * Oh, good my Lord!. . 
Orb. Thad forgot thee; Oh come in, r 
Soft, by and by, let me the Curtains draw 5 
Where art thou hat's che matter with thee now ? 


Enter Amilia. | 


Amil. Oh, my good Lord , 8 $ foul 


OE Murthers done. 

Oth. What? Now ? 

Amil. But now, my Lord. 

Oth. It is the very error of the Moon, 


She comes more nearer Earth than ſhe was wont, 


And makes Men mad, 

Emil. Caſſio, my RY hath kilrd 

A young Venetian, call'd Rodorigo, 
Oth. "Rodorigo kill'd 2 And Caſſio kill'd> 2 
"pn No, Caſſio is not kill'd. 


6 5. Oth. 


tos OTH ELI. oO, 

Oth. Not t cf o kill'd? Then Murther's out of tune, 
And ſweet Revenge grows harſh. 

Deſ. O falſely, falſely murder'd. 

Emil. Alas! what cry is that ? 

Orb. That? what? 

mil. Out, and alas, that was my Lady Voice, 
Help! help hoa! help! Oh Lady ſpeak again, 
Sweet Deſdemona, oh ſweet Miſtreſs , ſpeak. 

Def. A guiltleſs Death I die. | 

Amil. Gh who hath done this Deed? 

Deſ. No body, I myſelf, farewel; 
| Commend me to my kind Lord; oh farewel. ¶ Dies. 
Orb. Why, how ſhould ſhe be Murder'd? | 
e/Emil. Alas! who knows? 

Orb You hear her ſay her ſelf, it was not 4 


Amid. She ſaid ſo, I muſt needs report the Truth. 


Otb. She's like a Liar gone to burning Hell „ 
Twas I that kill'd her. 
Emil. 8 3 more Angel ſhe, and you the blacker 
9 vi 
| Oth. She turn d to rolly , and ſhe was a Whore. 


 e/Emil. Thou do ſt bely her, and thou art a Dev. 


Otb. She was falſe as Water. 

Lumil. Thou art raſh as Fire, to ſay 
That ſhe was falſe. Oh ſhe was heav'nly true. 
Otb. Caſſio did top her; ask thy Husband elſe. 
O, I were damn'd beneath all depth in Hell, 

But that I did proceed upon juſt grounds | 
To this Extremity. Thy Husband knew it all. 

mil. My Husband! 

Oth. Thy Husband. 

mil. That ſhe was falſe to Wedlock ? 

Ob. Ay, with Caſſio: Had ſhe been true, 
If Heav'n would make me ſuch another World, 
Ofone entire and perfe& Chryſolite 7 

I'd not have fold her for it. | 

Ami. My Husband? 
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otb. Ay, twas he that told me firſt ; * 

Anhoneſt Man he is, and hates the Slime 

That ſticks on filthy Deeds. : 
Emil. My Husband? | 
Oth. What needs this Iterance , Woman 1 

I ſay thy Husband. 


Ami. Oh Miſtreſs ! Villany has made mocks 


with Love: 
My Husband ſays ſhe was falſe 2 

Oth. He, Woman; 
I ſay thy Husband; do'ſt underſtand the word? 
My Friend, thy Husband, honeſt, honeſt Jago. 

Amil. If he ſay ſo, may his pernicious Soul 
Rot half a grain a Day; he lies to th Heart; 
She was too fond of her moſt _ Bargain, 

Otb. Hah? 

e/Emil, Do thy worſt: 
This Deed of thine is no more worthy Heay" n, 
Than thou waſt worthy her. 
Otb. Peace, you were beſt. 


Emil. Thou haſt nor half chat Power to dor me 


harm 
As Thave to be hurt. Oh Gull! oh Dolt! ! 
As ignorant as Dirt; thou haſt doneadeed... 
I care not for thy Sword, I'll make thee known > 


Thought loſt twenty Lives... Help! help! hoa! help! 
The Moor hath KilV'd my Miſtreſs. Murther, murther! 


Enter Montano , Gratiano , and Jago. 


* What is the aer How now , General? 


Amil. Oh, are you come, Jago: You have done 


well, 


That Men muſt lay their Murthers on your Neck. 
Gra. What is the matter? 


Amil. Diſprove this Villain, if thou be'ſt a Man, 


He ſays thou toldſt him that his Wife was falſe : 


p 5 
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e OTHELLO, © 


1 know thou didſt not , thou'rt not ſuch a Villain, 


2 Speak, for my Heart is full. 


Jago. I told him what I thought; and told no more 


- Than what he found himſelf was apt and true. 


mii. But did you eyer tell him, the was falſe 2 . 
Jago. 1 did. | 
Emil? vou told a Lie, an odious denial Lie: 


V pon my Soul a Lie; a wicked Lie. 
She falſe with Caſſio ? did you ſay with Caſſis? 


Jags. With Caſſio , Miſtreſs , go to, charm your 
Tongue. 

Amil. 1 will not charm my Tongue; 1 am bound 
to ſpeak, 


| My Miſtrels here lies murthered in her Bed. 


Il. Oh Heav'ns forefend ! 


Emil. And your reports have ſer the Murther on, 


Oth, Nay , ſtare not, Maſters , it is true indeed. 
Gra. *Tis a ſtrange Truth. 
Mon. Oh monſtrous Act. 
Amid. Villany ! villany ! villany! 
Ithinkupon't ... I think. . . I ſmelPc... O villany! 
I thought ſo then: I'll kill my (elf for Grief, 


O Villany, Villany! 


- Jags. What, are you mad? I charge you, get 
ou home. 


| Amil. Good Geurlemen, . te me have leave to 


ſpeak; 


*Tis proper I obey him, but not now : 
Perchance, Jago, Iwill ne er go home. 


Oth. Oh! oh! oh!? 
Emil. Nay, lay thee down and roar: 


For thou haſt kill'd the ſweeteſt Innocent, 


That e'er did lift up eye. 


» Otb. Oh ſhe was Cult 


ſcarce did know you , Uncle; there "ge your Fe 
Whole Breath indeed, theſe Hands have newly ſtop'd; 
1 know this Act ſhews horrible and grim, 


8 Gra. 


— — 
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Gra. Poor Deſdemona! Lamglad thy Father's dead, 


Thy match was mortal to him; and pure Grief * 

Shore his old thread in twain. Did he live now , - - 

This fight would make him do a deſperate turn 

Vea, curſe his better Angel from his fide, 

And fall to Reprobation. : 

Oth. Tis pitiful , but yet ago knows, 

That ſhe with Caſſio hath the act of Shame 

A thouſand times committed. Caſſio confeſt it, 

And ſhe did gratifie his amorous Works, 

With that Recognizance and Pledge of Love, 

Which Ifrſt gave her; I fawitin his Hand; 

It was a Handkerchicf, an antick Token 

My Father gave my Mother, e 
Amil. Oh Heav'n ! Oh heay'nly Powers! 

Jago. Come, hold your peace. e 

Amil. Twillout, twill out. . I peace! 

No, I will ſpeak as liberal as the North, , 

Let Heav'n, and Men, and Devils, let them all, 

All, all, cry ſhame againſt me, yet PII ſpeak. 
Jago. Be wiſe and get you home. 

Emil. Iwill not. Jago offers to ſtab his Wife. 
Gra. Fie, your {word upon a Woman? | 
Emil, Oh, thou dull Moor, 

That Handkerchief thou ſpeak ' ſt of 

I found by Fortnne, and did give my Husband; 

For often, witli a ſolemn earneſtneſs, 

More than indeed belong'd to ſuch a Trifle , 

He begg'd of me, to ſteal it. 
Jago. Villanous Whore! Oe Re. 
mil. She give it Cafſio? No, alas I found it, 

And I did give't my HusbancS. 
Jago. Filth, thou lieſt. was 
Amil. By Heav'n I do not, Ido not, Gentlemen: 


* 
Oh murd'rous Coxcomb , what ſhould ſuch a Fool 


Do with ſo goodaWife? Jago breaks through and 


OO Wounds his Wife, then runs out. 


Oth, 


——— I a 
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Ob. Are there no ſtones in Heavin, 8 Be 
But what ſerve for the Thunder? precious Villain! He 
Gra. The Woman falls; ſure he hath kill'd his An 

| Wie. C Ia” De 
Amil. Ay, ay; Oh lay me by Miſtreſs fide. M. 
Gra. He's gone, but his Wife's kill d. An 
Mon. Tis anotorious Villain; take you this Wea- © No 

n | To 


Which 1 have recover'd from the Moor: 
Come, guard the Door without, let him not paſs, 
But kill him rather; I'll after that ſame Villain, 
For tis a damned Slave. e een, 
Oth. I am not valiant neitgeenr, 
But every Puny whipſter gets my Sword. 
But why ſhould Honour out live Honeſty? 
Langel 
Ami. What did thy Song boad, Lady? _ 
Hark, canſt thou hear me ? I will play the Swan, 
And die in Muſick; Willow, Willow, Willow... 
Moor, ſhe was chaſt, ſhe lov'd thee, cruel Moor , Ent 
So come my Soul to Bliſs, as I ſpeak true; 
So ſpeaking as I think, alas, Idie. { Emilia Dies. 
Ot. I have another Weapon in this Chamber, 1 
It was a Sword of Spain, the Ice brooks temper ; 
Oh hexe it is: Uncle; I muſt come forth. 
Gra. If thou attempt it, it will coſt thee dear; 
Thou haſt no Weapon, and per force muſt ſuffer. 
Ot. Look in upon me then, and ſpeak with me, 
Or naked as lam 1 will aſſault the. | 
Gra. What is the matter? . 


Oth. Behold I have a Weapon: . '£ 

A better never did it ſelf ſuſtain . Y 
Upon a Soldier's Thigh. TI have ſeen the Day, O 
That with this little Arm, and this good Sword, KF For 
Lhave made my way through more impediments , [> 
Than twenty times your ſtop. But, oh vainBoaſt! WY Faln 


Who can controul his Fate ? 'Tis not ſo now. - Wha 
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THE MOOR OF VENICE. ur "I. 
Be not afraid, though you do ſee me weapon'd; | 
Here is my Journey'send , here is my Butt, 
And very Sea · mark of my utmoſt Sail. | 
Do you go back diſmaid ? Tis a loſt Fear: 
Man but a ruſh againſt Othello's Breaſt , 
And he retires, Where ſhould Orbhelti⁰ go? 
Now. . . how doſt thou look now 2 Oh ill ſtarꝰd 
Wench! „„ DS 
Pale as thy Smock ! When we {hall meet at Compr , 
This look of thine will hurl my Soul from Heavin, 
And Fiends will ſnatch at it. Cold, cold, my Girl? 
Even like thy Chaſtity. O curſed, curſed Slave! 
Whip me, ye Devils, | 
From the Poſſeſſion of this heav'nly fight; _ 
Blow meabout in Winds, and roaſt me in Sulphur, 
Waſh me in ſteep down Gulfs of Liquid Fire... 
Oh Deſdemona ! Dead, Deſdemona! Dead, dead! 
Oh, oh! 55 


Enter Lodovico, Caſſio led in waunded, Montano, 
and Jago Preſoner , with Officers. | 


Led, Where is this raſh, and moſt unfortunate 
Man? 5 | | 
Oth, That's he that was Orbell2 : HereI am. 
Lod. Where is that Viper? Bring the Villain forth. 
Orth. L look down towards his Feet; but that's a 
Fable , | | | | 
If that thou beeſt a Devil, I cannot kill thee. | 
1 = [ Othello weu,ę Jago. 
Lod, Wrench his Sword from him. 78 
Jago. Ibleed, Sir, but not kill'd. 
Otb. I am not ſorry neither, I'd have thee live; 
For in my Senſe, tis happineſs to die. 
Tod. Oh thou, Othello, that waſt once ſo good, 
Faln in the Practice of a curſed Slave, | 
What ſhall be ſaid to thee ? 


Otb. 
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An Honourable Murtherer, if you will: 


For nought I did in hate, but all in Honour. 4 
Lod. I his wretch hath part confeſt his — : 1 
Did you and he conſent i in Caſſis's Death ? . : 
0. b. Ay. « : | : 
Caſ. Dear General, 1 never gave you Cauſe , ; 


Oth. I do belie ve it, and I ask your Pardon: 
Will you, I pray, demand that Demy- Devil, 
Why he hath thus enſnar d my Soul and Body? 
Jago. Demand me nothing » What you know » You 
know: _ 
From this time forth, I ne'er will ſpeak word. 
Lod. What? Not to pray? | 
Gra. Torments will ope your Lips. 
Otb. Well, thou doſt beſt. | 
' Lod. Sir you ſhall underſtand what hath befaln , 
Which as I think, you know not; here is a Letter, 
Found in the pocket of the ſlain Rodorigo, Ro 

And here another; the one of them i imports | 

The Death of C afſio 9 to be erden 
By Rodorigo. 

Otb. O Villain! 

Caſ. Moſt heatheniſh, and moſt groſs. 
Led Now, here's another diſcontented Paper 

Found in his Pocket too; and this it ſeems. 

Nodorigo meant t have ſent this damned Villain; 3 

But that belike Jago in tlie interim 

Came in, and ſatisfy d him. 

Ot. O thou pernicious Caitiff! | 
How came you, Caſſio, by that Handkerchicf 5 
That was my Wife's ?: C 

Ca ſ. Ifounditin my Chamber; 

And he himſelf confeſt ii but even noõ-w-, 

Thar there he dropt it for a ſpecial e 

Which wrought to his deſire. 
0b. O Fool, Fool » Tool; ! 
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- "Caf. There is beſides, in Rodorigo's Letter, 

Hoy he upbraids Jago, that he made him 

Brave me upon the Watch; whereon it came 

That I was caſt; and even but now he ſpake 

After long ſeeming dead, Jago hurt him, 

Jago ſer himon.  __ 85 N 
Lod. You muſt forſake this room, and go with us 3 
Your Power and your Command is taken off, 
And Caſſio rules in Cyprus. For this Slave, 
If there be any cunning Cruelty, 5 
That can torment him much, and hold him long, 
It ſhall be his. You ſhall cloſe Priſoner reſt, 
Jill chat the nature of your fault be known = 
To the Venetian State. Come, bring away 
Oth. Soft you; a word or two before you go-. 

I have done the State ſome Service, and they know tz 

No more of that. I pray you in your Letters, 

When you ſhall theſe unlucky Deeds relate, 

Speak of me, as Iam. Nothing extenuate, 

Nor ſet down ought in Malice. Os 

Then muſt you ſpeak, | 1 
Oft one that lov'd not wiſely, but too Well; 

Of one, not eaſily Jealous, but being wrought, 

Perplex'd in the extream; of one, whole Hand, 

Like the baſe Indian, threw a Pearl away 

Richer than all his Tribe; of one , whoſe ſubdu'd 
„„ +, "won Ty + 2 
Albeit unuſed to the melting mood, 

Drop Tears as faſt as the Arabian Trees 

Their Medicinal Gum. Set you down this. 

And ſay beſides, that in Aleppo once, 

Where a malignant, and a Turband-Turk 

Beat a Venetian, and traduc'd the State, 

I took by th' Throat the Circumciſed Dog, | 
And ſmote him, thus. [ Srabs bimſelf. 
Tod. Oh bloody Period! a 

Gra. All chat is ſpoke is marr'd, 
H Oth, 


wy N N f r * 


- CE Wa; 0 
bo : X FE XX 0 MW 
: : bn 4 , One > Y * 
* o Ty * 


C A  Þ Þ © - | SRO 
__ Oth, 1 thee, er I kill'd thee : No way but 
; TRIS z | OE 
Killing my ſelf, to die upon a Kiſs. [Dre 
Caſ. This did I fear, but thought he had no Wea- 
„ | | Mos 
For he Ls great of Heart. 
Lod. Oh Spartan Dog! ! 
More fell than Anguiſh , Hunger, or the Sea, 
Look on the Tragic k Loading of this Bed; 
This is thy work; tlie Object poiſons ſight, 
Let it be hid. Gratiano, keep the Houſe , 
And ſeize upon the Fortunes of the Moor, 
For they ſucceed to you. To you, Lord Governor; 
Remains the Cenſure of this helliſh Villain: 
The time, the place, the torture, oh inforce it. 
My ſelf will ſtraight aboard, and to the State, 
This heavy Act, with heavy Heart, relate. 
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